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STC TL 


Sci E, Anavenue before Leonato's Houle. 


Enter Leonato, with a Letter in his hand. IIero, 
| Beatrice, and a meſſenger. 


LEONATO, 


Arragon, comes this night to Mina. 
Meß. He's very near, Sir, now: he wasn't three 
leagues off when Idid leave him. 
Leon. How many gentlemen have you loſt in this 
action ? 
Ae. But few of any fort, and none of note. 
Leon. Tis welcome news; a victory is twice itſelf 
when the atchiever brings home full numbers find 
here, that the Prince hath beſtow'd much honour on 


1 Learn by this letter, that Don Pedros Prince of 


a young Flerentine call'd Claudio. 


Meg. He has, fir; much deſerv'd on his part, and 
equally remember d by Don Pedro. He hath borne 
himſelf beyond the promiſe of his age ; doing, in 


the figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion. 


Leon. He hath an uncle here in Mina will be very 
glad of it. 

N. True, Sir, for I have already deliver'd him 
letters; and there appear d much joy on the peruſal; 
even ſo much, that joy cou'dn't thew let ample 
enough without a badge of ſorrow. | 

Len. Did he bieak out into tears? | 
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M., In great meaſure. 

Leon. A pleaſing overflow of kindneſs ! there are no 
faces truer than thoſe that are ſo waſh'd. 

Beat. I pray you, fir, is Signior ---a--- RHODO- 
MONTAN': O returned from the wars yet? 

Me. Rhodomontanto, Lady! I know none of that 
name, there was none ſuch in the army of any rank. 

Leon. What's he you aſk for, niece ? 

Hero. My couſin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 

M.. O, he's return'd, madam, and as pleaſant as 
ever 

Beat. How many hath he kill'd and eaten in the 
battle? but how many hath he kill'd ? for indeed I 
promis d to eat all of his killing. 

Leon, Faith, niece, you tax Signior Benedict too 
roundly ; but he'll be meet with you I doubt not. 

Me,. He hath done good ſervice, Lady, in the 
action. 

Beat. What! you had muſty victuals, I ſuppoſe, 
and he hath help'd to eat it: he's a very valiant 
trencher-man ; hath an excellent ſtomach. 

Mefj. And a good ſoldier too, Lady. 

Beat. Ay, a good ſoldier to a lady; but what is he 
to a lord ? 

Mei. Why a lord to a lord, a man to a man, 

c'd with all honourable virtues. 

Leon. You muſtn't, Sir, miſtake my niece ; there is 
a kind of merry war 'twixt her and Benedick ; they 
never meet but there's a SKEIRMISH OF WIT be- 
tween 'em. 

Beat. Alas } he gets nothing by that; in our laſt 
conflict four of his five wits went halting off ; and 
now is the whole man govern'd by one: ſo that if he 
have wit enough to keep himſelf warm, let him bear 
it for a difF rence '"twixt himſelf and his horſe ; for tis 
all that he hath left now to be known a reaſonable 
creature by. Pray, who's his companion? for be 
hath ev'ry month a new ſworn brother. 

ef. Is it poſſible ? 


F Pat 


Much Ado about Nothing. 5 


Beat. O, very eaſily poſſible: he wears his faith 
but as the faſhion of his hat; it ever changes with 
the next block. 

Meg. J ſee, Madam, the gentleman isn't in your 
books. | 

Beat. No; if he was, I'd burn my ſtudy : but tell 
me, Sir, who's his companion now ? 

Me. He is moſtly in company with the Right-No- 
ble Claudio. | 

Beat. O Lord ! he'll hang upon him like a diſeaſe : 
he's ſooner caught than the peſtilence; ard the taker 
runs preſently mad. Heav'n help the Noble Claudio, 
if he have caught the BENEDICK: it'll coſt him a 
thouſand pounds ere he be cur'd. 

Leon. Ha, ha, you'll ne'er run mad, niece. 

Beat. No, uncle, not till a hot January 

| [ Fhourifh of trumpet:, 
NM. Don Pears is approaching | 


Flouriſh again; then Enter Dan Pedro, Don ſohn, 
Claddio, Benedick, and Balthaſar. 


Ped. Good Signior Leonato, you are come to meet 
your trouble. The faſhion of the world is to avoid 
coſt ; but you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my houſe in the like- 
neſs of your Grace: for, trouble being gone, comfort 
ſhou'd remain; but, when you depart, ſorrow abides, 
and happineſs takes its leave. 

Ped. You embrace your charge too willingly —! 
think this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me ſo. 

Ben. Was you in doubt, Sir, that you ak'd her? 

i Leon. Signior Benedick, no; for then were you a 
child. 

Ped. You have it full, Benedict; you may gueſs by 
this what you are, being a man. Truly the lady fa- 
thers herſelf. Be happy, Lady; for vou are Hke an 
honourable father. 
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Ben. If Signior Leoxato be her father, ſhe wou'dn't 
have his head upon her ſhoulders for all Mei na, as 
like him as ſhe is. — 

Pedro talks apart with Leonato. 


Beat. To Benedick ia rai/lery, I wonder, Signior, 
you will be talking ; no body marks you. 

Ben. Ha what, my dear Lady Diſdain ! are you 
yet living ? 

Beat. How is it poſſible Diſdain ſhou'd die, while 
ſhe hath ſuch choice food to feed on as Signior Bene- 
dick? Courteſy, Courteſy itſelf wou'd convert into 
diſdain if you come into her preſence. 

Ben. Then is Courteſy a turn coat: but tis certain I 
am lov'd of all ladies—only you excepted ; and I 
wou'd I cou'd find i'my heart that 1 hadn't a hard 
heart, for truly I love none, none— 

Beat, A dear happineſs to women ! they'd elſe 've 
been troubl'd with a pernicious ſuitor : I thank Hea- 
ven, and my cold blood, I am of veur humour for 
that; I'd as lief hear my dog bark at a crow, as a 
man ſwear he loves me. 

Ben. Heav'n keep your Ladyſhip ſtill in that mind! 
ſo ſome gentleman or other ſhall *fcape an unfortunate 
ſcratch'd face. 

Beat. Scratching cou'dn't make it worſe, if 'twa 
ſach a face as yours. | 

Ben. Well, well, well, you're a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. Ay, and a bird o' my tongue is better than a 


beaſt o yours. Ne 

Ben. O! wou'd my horſe had the ſpeed o' your 
tongue, and were as good a continuer ; but keep your 
way, keepyour way in Heav'n's name, for I've done 
with you. 

Beat. Lou Always end with a jade's trick ; I know 
you of old. 

| [Pedro and Leonato aduance. 

Ped. This is the ſum of all then—Signior Clau- 
4e and Signior Benedick ; my dear friend Zeorato 
here hath invited us all; 1 tell him we ſhal! ſtay ar 
leaſt a month; and he prays heartily that ſome occa- 
hon may dciain us longer: I dare Wear he's no hypo- 
erite, but pravs fron his heart. . 
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Leon. If you do ſwear, my Lord, you ſhall not be 
forſworn. [to Don john] Let me bid you welcome, 
Sir; being reconcil'd to the Prince your brother, I owe 
vou all duty. 

D. Jahn. I thank you; I am not of many words 
but I thank you. 

Leon. Pleaſe it your Grace to walk in? 

Ped. Your hand, Leonato; we will go together. 

[ Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio, 

Claud. Hark ve, Benedich. 

Ben. What ſay you, Count? 

, Claud. Didſt thou note the daughter of Signior 
rate? 

Een. Um- -no, I noted her not, but I look'd on ler. 

Cſaud Is ſhe not a modeſt young lady ? 

Ben, D' you queſtion me, as an honeſt man ſhou'd, 
for my fimple true judgment ? or wou'd you have 
me ſpeak after my cuſtom ; as being a profeſs'd tyrant 
to the ſex? 

Claud. No ; I pry'thee ipeak thy frank, thy ſober- 
eſt judgment. 

Ben. Why then methinks ſhe is too low for a high 
praiſe ; too brown for a fair praiſe ; and too little for 
a great praiſe : only this commendation I can afford 
her ; that were ſhe other than ſhe is, ſhe were un- 
handſome ; and being no other but as ſhe is, why— 
I don't like her. 

Claud Pho, thou think'ſt I am in ſport ; I pr'ythee 
tell me truly how thou lik'ſt her? 

Ben. Wou'd you buy her that you inquire after het 
ſo ? | 

Claud. Can the world buy ſuch a jewel? 

Ben. Vea; and a caſe to put it in too. Put ſpeak 
you this with a ſad brow ? or d' you play the flouting- 
jack with me? come, come, in what key ſhall a man 


take you? 


Claud. In mine eye ſhe is the ſweeteſt lady that I ever 
look'd on. 

Ben: | can fee yet without ſpectacles, and I fee no 
ſach matter. There's her couſin, if ſhe wasn't poſ- 
ſeſs' d with ſuch a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty 
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as the firſt of May does the laſt of December but I 
hope you have no intent to turn huſband, have you ? 
Claud. I'd ſcarce truſt myſelf, tho' I had ſworn the 
contrary, if Hero wou'd be my wife. ; 
Ben. Is it come to this i faith? hathn't the world 
one man but he'll wear his cap with ſuſpicion ? ſhall I 
never ſee a batchelor of threeſcore again ? go to, go 
to, i' faith; if thou'ls needs thruſt thy neck into , he 
yoke, e'en wear the print of it, and ſigh away Sund ays 
look, Don Pedro is return'd to ſeek us. 


Enter Don Pedro. 


Ped. What ſecret pray hath held you here, that you 
follow'd not to Leonato's ? 

Claud. None, none, that's worth the revelation. 

Ben. No! I wiſh your Grace wou'd conſtrain me to tell. 

Claud. O, tuſh, tuſh, Benedict; tis idle raillery, my Lord. 

Ped. I charge thee on thy a legiance tell! 

Ben. D'ye hear Count Claudio ; I can be ſecret, ſecret 
as a dumb man; I'd have you think ſo ; but, on my 
allegiance, mark you that; my allegiance !— on my 
allegiance, he is in love ; ha, ha—with whom ? now 
that, that's your Grace's part; mark you how ſhort 
his anſwer is, with Hero, Leoato's tiim daughter, 

Claud. If this were fo, ſo had he told it. 

Ben. Like the old tale, my Lord; it in't fo, nor 
it warm't fo ; and indeed Heav'n forbid it ſhou'd be ſo. 

Claud. If my paſſion change not ſhortly, Heav'n 
forbid it ſhou'd be otherwiſe, ſay I. 

Ped. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is very 
well worthy. 27 

Claud. You ſpeak this to fetch me in, my Lord. 

Ped. No, by my troth, I ſpeak my thought. 

Claud. And in faith, my Lord, 1 ſpoke mine. 

Ben.Yes,and by my two faiths and troths,I ſpcke mine. 

Claud. That | love her I feel. x 

Ped. That ſhe is worthy I know. 

Ben. That I neither feel how ſhe ſhou'd be lov'd, nor 
know how ſhe ſhou'd be worthy, is an opinion that 
fire can't melt out o' me; I'll die in it at the ſtake, 
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Ped. Thou wert ever an obſtinate heretic in the de- 
ſpight of beauty. _ 

Claud. Yet never cou'd maintain his part but in the 
force of his will, 

Ben. That a woman conceiv'd me, I thank her; that 
the brought me up, I likewiſe give her my moſt humble 
thanks: but that I'Il have a recheate winded in my 
forehead, all women ſhall pardon me; tecauſe I won't 
do them the wrong, d'ye fee, to miſtruſt any, I'll do my- 
ſelf the right to truſt none; and the fine is (for which 
| may go the finer) L'Il die a batchelor. 

Ped. Yet for all this, this boaſting humour, I ſhall 
expect to ſee thee pale with love. | 

Ben. With anger you mean, with ſickneſs, or with 
hunger; but not with love; prove that ever I loſe more 
blood with love than I get again with drinking ; pick out - 
my eyes with a ballad-maker's 2 and hang me up 
at the door of a brothel-houſe for the ſign of a blind 
Cupid, ha, ha, ha. | 

Ped. If thou ſhou'd'ſt fall from this faith, thou'lt 
prove a notable argument ; but be't as time {hall try ; 
in time the /avage bull doth bear the yoke, 

en. Yes, the /avage bull may; but, if ever the /ex- 
fible Benedick do, pluck off the bull's horns and ſet em 
in my forehead ; and let me be vilely painted; and, in 
tuch great letters as they write, Here is good horſe to hire, 
let 'em ſignify under my ſign, here, Here you may ſee Be- 
nedick THE MARRY D MAN. 

Ped. Nay, if Cupid han't ſpent all his quivers in 
Venice, thou'lt quake for this ſhortly. 

Ben. Ay, look for an earthquake then. — 

Ped. Well, well, well, you'll temporize with the hours 
ſtill; in the mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair 
to Leonato; commend me to him, and fay, I will not 
fail him at the ſupper ; for indeed he hath made great 
preparation. 

Ren. Why—T do believe I've almoſt matter enough 
in me for ſuch an embaſſy ; fo I commit you to 

Claud. [in raillery.) To the tuition of Heaven, from 
my houſe (if I had it) e 
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Ped. — The ſixth of Fuly, your loving friend, and 

K Servant, Benedict. 
ed. 
C Ha, ha, ha. 

Ben. Nay, nay, mock not, mock not: the body of 
your diſcourſe is ſometimes guarded with fragments; 
and the guards are but nightly baſted on neither: ere 
you flout old ends any further, examine your own con- 
ſciences, your own conſciences, I ſay, —and fo I leave 
You, ha, ha, ha. [Exit. 

Claud. MyLiege, your Highneſs now may do me good. 

Ped. My love is thine to teach, teach it but how, 
And thou ſhalt fee how apt it is to learn 
Any hard leſſon that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any ſon, I pray? 

' Ped. No child but Hero; ſhe's his only heir. 
Doſt thou affect her, Claudio? 

Claud. I do, my Lord; 

When we went onward to this ended action, 
I look'd upon her with a ſoldier's eye; 
'That lik'd, but had a rougher taſk in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love: 
But, now I am return'd, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their room 
Come thronging tott and delicate deſires, 
All prompting me how fair young Hero 1s 
Saying, I lik'd her ere I went to war. 

Ped. Thou wilt be Ae a lover preſently ; 

And tire the hearer with a book of words. 

It thou doſt love fair Hero, cheriſh it ; 

And I will break it to her. Was't not to this end 
That thou began'f to twiſt fo fine a ſtory ? 

Claud. How ſweetly do you miniſter to love, 
That know love's grief by his complexion ! 
But, left my liking might too ſudden ſeem, 

I wou'd have falv'd it with a longer treatiſe. 
Ped. What need the bridge much broader than the 
flood ? | 
Look; what will ſerve, is meet: At once, thou lov'ſt, 


And I will fit thee with a remedy. Thus then, 
I know 
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I know we ſhall have revelling to-night, 

Loud mirth, and frolicking in maſquerade; 

There I'll aſſume thy part in ſome diſguiſe, 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio; | 

When in her boſom I'll unclaſp my heart, 

And take her hearing priſoner with the force 

And ſtrong encounter of my amorous tale; 

'Then after to her father will I break it ; 

And the concluſion is, ſhe ſhall be thine. 

So come, in practice let us put it preſently. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Don John and Conrade. 

Con. What the good year, my Lord ; why are you 

thus out of meature ſad ? 

D. John. There is no meaſure in the occaſion that 
breeds it, therefore the ſadneſs is without limit. 

Con. You ſhou'd hear reaſon tho'. e 

* * And, when I have, what bleſſing bring- 
eth it! 

Can. If not a preſent remedy, yet a patient ſufferance. 

D. Jobn. I wonder that thou, being (as thou fay'ft 
thou art) born under Saturn, go'ſt about to apply a mo- 
ral med'cine to a mortifying miſchief : I cannot hide 
what I am: I muſt be ſad when J have cauſe, and fmile 
at no manẽs jeſts; eat when I have ſtomach, and wait for 
no man's leiſure ; ſleep when I am drowſy, and tend on 
no man's bufineſs; laugh when I am merry, and claw 
no man in his humour. 

Con. Vea; but you ſhou'dn't make the full fiow of 
this till you can do it without controulment; you have 
of late, you know, ſtood out againit your brothcr, and 
he hath ta'en you newly into grace; where tis ir1pol- 
ſible you ſhou'd take root, but by the fair wether 
which you make yourſelf; 'tis needful that you frame 
the ſeafon for your own harveſt. | 

D. John. I'd rather be a canker in a hedge; than a 
roſe in his grace; and it better fits my blood to be di. 
dain'd of all, than to faſhion a carriage to rob Juye 
from any: in this, tho' I can't be faid to be © ſtatter- 
ing honeſt man, yet it muſtn't be denied but I'm x 
plain-dealing villain; I am trufted, you tee, with 4 
muzzel on; and infranchis'd with a clog ; thcretore I've 

A 5 dectreed 


12 Much Ado about Nothing. 


decreed not to ſing in my cage; if I had my mouth 
F'd bite ; if I had my liberty, I'd do my liking : mean 
time let me be that I am, and ſeek not to alter me 


Enter Borachio. 


Now, Borachio, what's the news? 

Ber. Why, truly, I'm come yonder from the prepa- 
tation of a ſumptuous feaſt, where the Prince, your 
brother, 1s to be royally entertain'd by Leonate ; where 
there's no other theme but jollity and maſquing ; and 1 
can give you intelligence of an approaching marriage. 

D. Jobn. Will it ſerve for any model to build miſ- 
chief by ? who's he that's fool enough to betroth him- 
ſelf to unquietneſs ? 

Ber. Marry, tis your brother's right hand. 

D. John What, the moſt exquilite Claudio, ha? 

Bor. Even he. | 

D. John. A proper ſquire; and who? who? which 
way looks he? 

Bor. Why, on Here, the daughter and heir of weal- 
thy Leonato. E 

D. Job. A forward March-chick but how come 
you to know this ? 

Bor. From one of their domeſtics ; who overheard 
the Prince and Claudio in cloſeſt conference on her per- 
kections. = 

D. John. C: me, come, let's thither then—this may 
prove food to my diſpleaſure: that young fart-up hath 
all the glory of my overthrow ; If I can croſs him an 


way, I bleſs myſelf ev'ry way; you are both ſure, and 
will aſſiſt me? 


Con. Lo death, my Lord. 

D. Jobn. Then let's to this great ſupper, come; their 
cheer's the greater that I am ſubdu'a — ah! wou'd the 
cook were o' my mind! 

[Exeunt, 
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Av F:-AL 
SCENE, A Hall, 


Leonato meets Antonio, 
Leon, O W, brother, are the apartments ready? 
Where's my couſin your ſon? hath he 
diſpos d the muſic? are the habits ſpread? : 
Ant. He's buſy now about it: but hark ye, lift a 
while; I've ſudden news to tell you. 

Leon. Is't good? 

Ant, That's as th' event may ſtamp it; but the out- 
ſide's fair. Know then, the Prince and Claudio (walking 
beſore ſupper) were overheard by a man o mine di- 
courſing about Hero, with whom it ſeems Count Clau- 
dio is enamour'd ; in brief, the Prince agreed to perſo- 
nate the Count, and woo her for him under that diſ- 
guiſe; then break their loves to you, and uſe his in- 
tluence to compleat the match. | 

Leon. Why, troth, young Claudio's no ways undeſer- 
ving; but, tell me, hath the fellow any wit that ga- 
ther d this ? 

Ant. A good ſharp fellow, Il aſſure you; I'll call 
kim hither ſtraight, and you ſhall queſtion him. 

Leun. No, no; we'll hold it as a dream till it appear 
itſelf: howe'er, do you acquaint my daughter, that ſlie 
may be prepar'd, if chance 'tis true—Look, here they 
come, dteſs'd ready for the maſk 


Enter Hero and Beatrice in their Habits, but unmaſ d. 

Lecn. to Hero] Wasn't Count 79%: there, daughter, 
in the hall ? 

Hero. I ſaw him not, Sir. 

Brat. How tartiy that gentleman looks! I neva 
!o0k at him, but I'm heart-burn 4 for an hour after. 

Heros, He's of a gloomy ditpoſition indeed. 

Beat. That were an excellent man who were male 
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juſt i' th' mid-way *twixt him and Benedict: the one is 
too like an image, and ſays nothing; the other, too 
like my Lady's eldeſt fon, evermore tatling. 

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick's tongue in Count 
John's mouth, and half Count John's melancholy in 
Benedick's fac 

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle ; and 
money enough in his _—_ ; fuch a man wou'd win 
any woman 1n the wor if he cou'd get her good 
will. [Antonio and Hero talk apart. 
. Leon. By my troth, niece, thou'lt never get a huſ- 
band for being ſo ſhrewd o' tongue. 

Beat. Thank heav'n, thank heav'n for that! that's 
a bleſſing I'm upon my knees for ev'ry morning and 
ev'ning : a huſband ! Lord, I cou'dn't endure a hutband 
—Wwith a beard on his face; I'd rather lie in woollen. 

Leon. Why, you may light upon a huſband that hath 
no beard, 

Beat. What? what ſhou'd I do with him? dreſs him 
1n my apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman ? 
ha, ha. No: he that hath a beard, d'ye fee, is more 
than a youth; and he that hath no beard, is leſs than 
A man; and he that's more than a youth, isn't fit for 
me; and he that's leſs than a man —why, I'm not for 
him; fo I'll e'en take fix pence in earneſt o' the 
bearkerd, and lead apes into hell. 

Leon. Go, get you thither, get you thither then. 

eat. No; Tho to the gate : there will the devil meet 
me, like an old cuckold with horns upon his head, and 
ſay, get you to heaven, Beatrice; get you to heaven; 
here's no place for you maids ; ſo deliver I up my apes, 
Zud away for the heav'ns, where the batchelors lit; and 

there live we as merry as the day's long. 
| (Antonio ard Hero advance. 

Ant. Then, niece, you are ſuthciently warn d; and 
now | truft your /@7her's choice is yours. 

Beat. Yes, faith; 'tis my couſin's duty to drop a 
curtſy, and ſay, as zt pleaſes you, Sir; but yet, for all 
that, couſin, let him be a handſome fellow; or elte 
drop another curtiy, and ſay, father, as it pleaſes ME. 

. nth 
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Ant. Well, Beatrice, fain wou'd I ſee you fitted 
with a huſband ! 

Beat. No truly, that'll never happen—unleſs Heav'n 
make men of ſome other metal than earth ; wou'dn't it 
grieve a woman to be o'ermaſter'd by a piece of vali- 
ant duſt ? to make account o' one's life to a clod of way- 
-ward marl? no, uncle; I'll none; Adam's ſons, you 
know, are my brethren ;x and truly I hold it a ſin to 
match in my kindred. | 

Leon. Daughter, remember what your uncle hath 
told you; if the Prince do ſolicit you in that kind, 
you know your anſwer. 

Beat. Ay, couſin ; if thePrince be too importunate; tell 
him, there's meaſure in every thing, and ſo dance out 
the anſwer: for hear me, Hero; wooing, wedding, and 
repenting, is a Scots jig, a meaſure, and a cinque- pace; 
the firſt ſuit is hot and hafty {like a Scots jig) and full 
as fantaſtical ; the wedding mannerly modeſt, as a mea- 
ſure, full of ſtate and ancientry; and then, then comes re- 
pentance, and, with his bad legs, falls into the cinque- 
pace faſter and faſter till he finks into the grave. 

Leon. Couſin, you apprehend paſling ſhrewdly. 

Beat. Yes, I've a good eye, uncle; I can fee a 
church—by day light. [4 fouriſh of inflruments. 

Leon. The revellers are ent'ring ; brother, make good 
room 


Mfc plays, then enter (dancing in couvles) Dex Pedro, 
Claudio, Benedick, Balthaiar, and others, in ma/- 
querade. 


f Ped. Lady; lady, will you walk away with a friend ? 


| 
4 


Hero. Ves; ſo you walk ſoftly, and look ſweetly, 
and ſay nothing, I'm yours for a walk; and eſpecial- 
ly when I walk away. Going from him. 

Ped. Hold, hold ; take me in your company. 

Hero. I may ſay fo when I pleaſe. 

Ped. And when pleaſe you to jay fo ? | 

Hero, When 1 like your favour; for Heaven defend, 


the lute ſhou'd be like the caſe. 


P. d. 
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Ped. My viſor is Philemon's roof; within the houſe 
's Tove, 

— Why then your viſor ſhould be thatch d. 

Ped. Huſh ! ſpeak low, if you ſpeak love. 

[They walk afide, a comic dance here. 

Ur/. I know you, I know you well enough; you're 
Signior Antonio. 

Ant. No, at a word, I am not. 

Ur. I tell you, you are I know you by the wagling 
of your head. 

Ant. To ſay the truth, I own I counterfeit him. 
U. That you cou'd never do ſo well, you are the 
| very man; here—here's his dry hand, up and down, up 

and down ; you are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

TC, Come, come, d'ye think I don't know you by 
your excellent wit? can virtue hide itſelf? go to; 
mum ; you are he ; graces will appear, and there's an 
Lend of t. [Walk afide. 
Beat. And won't you tell me who told you ſo ? 

| Ben. No, no; you ſhall pardon me; you ſhall par- 
don me. 

Beat. Nor won't you tell me who you are ? 

Ben, No, no; not now; not now. 

Beat, That I was diſdainful ; and that I'd my good 
| wit out of the hundred merry tales; why this mutt be 
| Signior Benedick that ſaid ſo. 
| Ben. Signior Benedict! what's he? what's he? 
| Beat. I'm ſure you know him well enough. 
| Pen. No, no; not I, not I, believe me. 
| Beat. What, did he never make you laugh? 
| Ben, No, not that I know of; I pray you, what is 
he ? 

Bea, Why, he's the Prince's jeſter; a very dull 

fool; his only gift is in deviſing impoſſible ſlanders; none 
but libertines delight in him; and the commendation 
is'nt of his wit, but his villainy ; for he both pleales 
men and angers em; and then they...laugh at him, 
and beat him; I'm ſure he's in the fleet; I wiſh he 
had boarded me. 


ſ 
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uſe Ben. Well, well; when I know the gentleman, III 
tell him what you ſay. 

Beat. Ay, ay ; do, do, do; he'll but break a com- 

pariſon or two on me ; which, peradventure not mark'd 

e. or not laugh'd at, ſtrikes him into melancholy, and 

| hen there's a partridge wing ſavd; for the fool will 

eat no ſupper that night ; ha, ha, ha 

The muſic ſtrikes up and ( after a fingle comic dance) 

g they all dance off, except Don John, Borachio, 

and Claudio. 


D. John. [aſide.] Now then for a trick of contrivance 


e [aloud.] Sure my brother 15 amorous on Hero [ Claudio 

p ftarts.] and hath withdrawn her father to break with 
him about it ; the ladies follow her, and but one viſor 
remains. 

7 Bor. [afide. ] And that is Claudio; I know him by his 

g bearing. 

D. 3 Tis well then, humour my deſign—Are not 

| you Signior Benedick ? 


Claud. You know me well; I am he. 
D. 7ohn. Signior, you are very dear to my brother 
in eſteem, therefore perhaps may ſway him ; he is ena- 


mour'd with Hero, I pray you diſſuade him from her : 
ſhe's no equal to his birth, 


Claud. How know you he loves her? 


D. John. I heard him ſwear his affection to her now, 
this very inſtant. 


Bor. So did I too; nay, more—he ſwore he'd mar- 
ry her to night. 
Clay. To- night! 8 
D. John. Ay, fir, to-night. Come, come away, let 
us in to th' company. | f 
[ Exeunt D, John and Bor. 
Clau. Thus anſwer I i'th' name of Benedict; 
But hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio: 
— Tis certain ſo ; the Prince wooes for himſelf : 
Friendſhip 1s conſtant in all other things 
Save in the office and affairs of love ; 
Therefore all hearts in love, uſe your own tongues ; 
Let ev'ry eye negotiate for itſelf, 


And 
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And truſt no agent; beauty is a witch, 

Againſt whoſe charms faith melteth into blood : 

'T his is an accident of hourly proof, 

Which I nuſtruſted not. Farewel, farewel then, Hero. 


Going out, 
Euter Benedick. | 


Ben. Count Claudio? 

Clau. 'The ſame. 

Ben. Come, will you go with me. 

Clau. Whither ? 

Ben. Ev'n to the next willow; about vour own ba— 
fineſs, Count; to make a garland ; of what ſaſhion 
will you wear it? about your neck, like an alderwar”s 
chain? or under your arm, like a lieutenant's fcart ? 
you muit wear it one way, for the Prince has got vour 
Hero. 

Clau. [pettifhly ] I wiſh him joy of her! | 

Ber. Why, that's ſpoke like an honeſt drover ; juſt 
ſo they fell bullocks : ha did you, did vou now think 
that the Prince wou'd ha' ferv'd you thus? 

Claud rſhaw! pr'ythee leave me 

Ben. Ho! now you ſtrike like the blind man; twas 
the boy that ſtole your meat, and you beat the poſt. 

Claud. If 'twill not be, I'll leave von, Sir. 

[Exit engrih, 

Ben. —Alas! poor hurt fowl ; now will he creep 
into ſed2es, ha, ha—But that my Lady B-azrice ſhouid 
know me, ar:d not know me! the Prince's fool! Egad, 
may be | go under that title becaute I am merry; yea, 


but ſo I am apt to do myſelf wrong; I am not fo e- 


puted ; no, tis the rough bitter diſpoſition of B. a- 
trice, Which puts the word into her perſon, and ſo 
gives me out; well, I'll be reveng'd ; I'll be reverg'd 
as I may 


Euter Don Pedro. 


Ped. Now, Signior; Where's the Count? did ) ou 
Ben. 


ſee him ? 


mos ws 228 
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Ben. Here, my Lord; here, as melancholy as a lodge 
in a warren. Indeed I comforted him, by telling him 
(what I think is true) that your Grace had got the good 
will of his young lady; and offer'd him my company 
to a willow tree; either to make him a garland as be- 
ing forſaken, or bind him a rod as being worthy to 
be whipt. * 

Ped. To be whipt! what's his fault ? 

Ben. The flat tranſgreſſion of a ſchoolboy ; who, be- 
ing overjoy'd at finding a bird's neſt, ſhews it his com- 
p anion, and he — ſteals it. 

Ped. Wilt thou make a truſt a tranſgreſſion! no, the 
tranſgrefſion's in the fealer. 

Ben. Vet it hadn't been amiſs that the rod had been 
made, and the garland too; for the garland he might've 
worn himſelf, and the rod he might ha' beſtow'd on 
you, who (as I take it) have ſtol'n his bird's neſt. 

Ped. O! I'll tell you what, Sir, the Lady Beatrice 
has a quarrel to you; the gentleman that danc'd with 
her, told her ſhe's much wrong'd by you. 

Ben. Wrong d! ſhe has mi/us'd me paſt th' indurance 
of a block: an oak with but one green leaf upon't 
wou'd have anſwer'd: my viſor here, my very viſor be- 
gan to afſume life, and ſcold with her. She told me 
(not thinking I had been myſelf) that I was your jeſ- 
ter, and that | was duller than a great thaw ; huddling 
jeſt upon jeſt on me with ſuch impetuous conveyance, 
that I ſtood, like a man at a mark, with a whole army 
ſhooting at me. She ſpeaks poniards, ev'ry word: 
ſtabs; if her breath was as terrible as her terminati- 
ons, O, there'd be no living near her; ſhe'd infect 
to the North- ſtar: I wou'dn't marry her, tho' ſhe was 
endow'd with all that {dam had left him before he 
tranſgreſs d; why, Sir, ſhe'd ha” made Hercules a turn- 
ſpit; yea, and ha' cleft his club too to ha' made the fire 
with, that's what ſhe wou'd—Come, come, come; talk 
not of her, talk not of her; you'll find her the infer- 
nal 4t#—only in good apparel. Ah! wou'd to heav'n 
lome ſcholar wou'd conjure her; for (white ſhe's here) 
a man may live as quiet in Hell as in a ſanctuary ; nay 
more, people abſolutely fin on purpoſe becauſe they d 
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go thither : for indeed all confuſion, horror, and per- 
turbation follow her. 

Ped. O, here ſhe comes 

Ben. Will your Grace command me any ſervice 
to the world's end? I'll go, on the ſlighteſt errand you 
can deviſe, to the Antipodes ; I'll tell you what I'll 
fetch you a tooth-pick from the fartheſt part of Aa; 
I'll bring you the length of Preſer- John's foot; fetch 
you a hair off the great Cham's beard ; do you any em- 
baſly to the pygmies, rather than hold three words con- 
terence with this harpy—Hath your Grace no employ- 
ment for me ? 

Pe. [holding him.] None, Sir, but to deſire your good 
company. | 

Ben. O, here's a diſh I love not I can't endure 
that lady's tongue no. I cannot—your Grace mult 
excuſe me—it's impoſſible to 

[ Breaks away, and exit. 


Enter Beatrice, Hero, Leonato, and Claudio. 


Ped. Ha, ha, ha Come, Lady, come; you have 
loſt the heart of Signior Benedick. You've put him down, 
Lady ; you have = him down indeed. 

Beat. So wou'dn't I he ſhou'd me, my Lord, left I 
prove the mother of fools — Here, I've brought Count 
Claudio, whom you ſent me to ſeek. 

Ped. Why how now, Count? wherefore are you 
ſad ? | 

Zaud. Not ſad, my Lord. 

Ped. How then ? fick ? 

Claud. Neither. 

Beat. No; the Count's neither ſad, ror ſick, nor 
merry, nor well ; but civil Count, civil as an orange, 
and ſomething of that jealous complexion. 

Ped. ''faith, Lady, I think your blazon be true; 
tho' I'll be ſworn, if ſo, that his conceit is falſe. 
Here, Claudio, I have woo'd in thy name, and fair Hers 
is won: I have bioke with her father, and his goods 
will obtain d; ſo name the day of marriage, and 
Heav'n give you joy. | 


Lear. 


— 
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Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with 
her her fortune. His Grace hath made the match, 
and all grace ſay Amen to it. 

[ Claudio fands mute with aſtoniſhment. 

Beat. What, dumb Count ! 'tis your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the perfecteſt herald of joy! I were 
but little happy cou'd I /ay how much. Lady, as you | 
are mine, I am yours; I give away myſelf for you, 
and dote upon th' exchange. 

Beat. Come, now do you ſpeak, couſin; or, if you 
can't, ſtop his mouth with a kiſs, and let not him ſpeak 
either. Claudio %s Hero. 

Omnes. Ha, ha. 

Ped. In faich, Lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea, my Lord, I thank it, poor fool ! it keeps 
o' the windy fide o care — [Hero whi/pers Claudio. ] 
ach my couſin tells him in his ear, that he's in her 

eart, 

Claud. And ſo ſhe doth, couſin. 

Beat. Good Lord, for alliance ! thus goes ev'ry one 
to the wood — but I; and I am ſun-burnt. I may go fit 
in a corner, and cry, heigh-ho ! for a huſband ! 

Ped. Lady Beatrice, ſhall I get you one? 

Beat. I'd rather have one of your father's getting 
Hath n't your Grace e er a brother like you? your fa- 
ther got excellent huſbands——if a maid cou'd come 
by 'em. 

Ped. Will you have me, Lady ? 

Beat. No, my Lord—unleſs I might have another 
for working days; your Grace is too coſtly to wear 
ev'ry day; but I beſeech your Grace to pardon me, I 
was born to ſpeak al! mirth, and no matter. 

Ped. Your filence moſt offends, and to be merry beſt 
becomes you; for, out of queſtion, you was born in a 
merry hour. 

Beat. How ſo, my Lord; my mother cried out, 
you know but then there was a ftar danc'd, and 


under that I was born. Well, couſins, Heav'n give 
you joy ! 

_ Niece, will you look to thoſe things I told you 
ef? 


Beat. 


22 Much Ado about Nothing. 


Beat. Oh, cry you mercy, uncle; by your Grace's 
pardon, I'd forgot I proteſt, I muſt fly. 

[ Exit Beatrice haſtily. 

Ped. A pleaſant- ſpirited lady! 

Leon. Yes, my Lord; there's little of the melancholy 
element about her. 

Ped. Troth (in my judgment) ſhe were an excellent 
wife for Benedick. 

Leon. O dear, my Lord, if they were but a week 
marry'd, they'd talk themſelves mad. 

Ped. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to church ? 

Claud. To- morrow, my Lord; time goes on crutches, 
till love has all its rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear fon ; which is too 
brief a time ev'n then t' have all things anſwer to 
my with. 

Ped. Come ; you ſhake your head at ſo long a breath- 
ing; but I warrant ye, Claudio, the hours ſhan't go 
dully by; for liſten to my project, tis a fund of mirth : 
Iwill in the interim undertake one of Hercules's labours, 
which is no leſs than to bring Sigmor Benedict and the 
LadvBearrice into mountain of afrection, one for t'other: 
Truth is, I'd fain have it a match ; and doubt not to 
faſhion it ſo, if you three will but miniſter aſſiſtance. 

Leon. My Lord, I am for you, tho' i: colt me tea 
nights watchings. | 

Claud And 1, my Lord. 

Ped. And you too, gentle Hera? 

Hero Iwill do any modeſt office, my Lord, to help 
my coulin to a good hutband. 

Ped. And Benedick is not th' unhopeſulleſt, T own : 
thus far I can praiſe him; he's of a noble birth, moſt 
approv'd valour, and confirm'd honeſty. I'll teach 
you-how to humour your couſin, that ſhe ſhall fall in 
love with B-nedick ; and I, in the mean time will (with 
your two helps) fo ptactiſe on him, that (in deſpight 
of his quick wit, and queaſy ſtomach) he thall fall in 
love with Beatrice: if we can do this, CUPID is no 
longer an archer ; /s glory ſhall be cus; ior we are 
the only love-gods. Come, go in with me, and Il 
dell you more my drift Exevnt. 
SCENES 
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SCENE, à Chamber. 
Enter Don John and Borachio. 


D. John. Is it ſo fix'd then, that Count Claudio ſhall 


. marry the daughter of Leonato ? 


Bor. Yea, my Lord; but I can croſs it. 

D. John. How ? how ? any bar, any croſs, any im- 
pediment will be medicinal to me; J am ſick in my 
diſpleaſure to him ; and whatever comes athwart his 
affection, ranges evenly with mine. How canſt thou 


croſs this marriage ? 


Bor. Not honeſtly, my Lord; but ſo covertly that no 
diſhoneſty ſhall appear in me. 

D. Fchn. Shew me briefly, how? 

Bor. I think I told your Lordihip ſome time ago, 
how much I am in favour with Margaret, the waitin z- 
gentlewoman to ffero. 

D. John. l remember you did. 

Bur. That's one ſtep gain'd ; as thus, I can (at any 
unſeaſonable time o night) appoint her to look out at 
her lady's chamber-window,—— | | 

D. John. What life is there in that, to be the death 
of this marriage ? | 

Bor. The poiſon of it lies in you to temper. Go 
to the Prince your brother, and tell him, that he hath 
wrong'd his honour in marrying the renowned Claudio 
{whoſe eſtimation do you mightily hold up) to a couta- 
minated ſtale ; to ſuch a one as Hero. 

D. 7 «hn. What proof ſhall I make of it? 

Bor. O, proof enough, I warrant; go, find me 
out a meet hour to draw Count Claudio and the 
Prince alone; tell' em, that you know Hers ie, ne; 
and (ina kind of zeal to them) you have diſcover'q it; 
this will they hardly credit without trial; offer em 
inſtances, which ſhall bear no leſs likelihood than to 
ſee me at her chamber window; hear me (as I in ſport 
will do) call Mas garet Hers, holding amorous par- 
ley : and this too on the very night before tl inten- 
ded wedding; for I, in the mean time, will ſo faſhion it, 

that 
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that Hero ſhall be abſent; and there appear ſuch 
ſeeming proofs of her diſloyalty, as jealouſy ſhall 
ſtraight be called aſſurance, and the whole prepara- 
tion overthrown. EM 

D. John. Grow this to what adverſe iſſue it can, III 
put it in practice; be cunning in the working of it, 
and thy fee's a thouſand ducats, —- ['ll inftantly go 
learn their day of marriage. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, à garden. 
Enter Benedick muſing. 


Ben. I do much wonder that one man, ſeeing how 
much another man is a fool when he dedicates his be- 
haviours to love, will (after he hath laugh'd at ſuch 
ſhallow follies in others) become the argument of his 
own ſcorn by falling in love! and ſuch a man is C/au- 
dio— I have known when there was no muſic to him 
like the drum and the fife ; and now, now had he ra- 
ther hear the taber and pipe : I've known when he 
wou'd ha' walk'd ten miles a foot to ve ſeen a good 
armour ; and now will he lie ten nights awake, fram- 
ing the faſhion of a new uf not.. -He was 
wont to ſpeak plain and to the purpoſe, like an honeſt 
man and a ſoldier; and now is he turn'd Ortho- 
grapher ; his words are a very fantaſtical banquet ; 
juſt ſo many ſtrange diſhes ! May I be fo conver- 
ted, and ſee with theſe eyes; I --can't tell, I—think not 
I own—1 think not—T'll not be ſworn, dye ſee, but 
love may transform me to an oyſter ; but hie I'll take 
my oath of, that (till he has made an oyſter of me) 
he ſhall never make me ſuch a fool—One woman is 
fair, yet I am well; another wiſe, yet I am well; 
another virtuous, yet I am well: But, till all graces be 
in one woman, one woman ſhall not come into my 
grace : Rich ſhe ſhall be, that's certain ; wiſe, or I'll 

none; 
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none; virtuous, or I'll ne'er cheapen her; fair, or III 
ne er look on her; mild, or come not near me; noble, 
or not I, not I for an angel; of good diſcourſe, an 
excellent muſician, and her hair ſhall be of — of 
a faith of what colour it pleaſe Heaven Ha! 
the Prince! and Monſieur Love-Sick—1'll hide me in 
this arbour—— [ Retires. 


Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, and Balthaſar. 


Ped. Come, ſhall we hear that ſong again ? 

Claud. Yes, my good Lord; how ttill the ev'ning is, 
as huſh'd on purpoſe to grace harmony 

Ped. See, /ee, ſee---/ce, where Benedick hath hid him- 
Claud. Enough, enough ; tay till the muſic's done. 
Bal. Nay, good my Lord; tax not fo bad a voice 
To ſlander muſick any more than once. 

Ped. It is the wiineſs ſtill of excellency 
To puta ſtrange face on its own perfection; 
I pr'thee ſing, and let me woo no more 

Ben. So; now for à divine air] how will his ſoul be 
raviſh'd ! im't it ſtrange, that ſheep's guts ſhou'd hale 
mens ſouls out of their bodies ? well; a horn for my no- 
ney, ache alls dune ! 


N 


45 no more, ladies ; ladies, figh no mort; 
Men ere decetyers cen; 
One foot in ſea, and one on here; 
To one thing conſtant never. 


Then figh net %%; but let em go; 

And be you blith; be blith, «ntl merry ; 
Converting all your notes of Woe 

Into heydeaun, heydown derry : 


Sing 
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Sing no more ditties ; ditties fing no more ; 
Truce with your tears and whining. 

Men hawe been falſe, and will be ſo ; 
While love-fick maids are pining. 


Then ſigh not ſo, &c. 


Ped. By my troth, a good ſong. 
) Bal. And an ill finger, my Lord. 

| 4, Hah, no, faith; thou ſing'ſt well enough for 
a ſhift. 

Ben. If 't had been a dog that d hiuPd thus, they'd 
e hang d him ; pray Heaw'n his bad voice bode no miſ- 
chief ! I'd as lie ve heard the night. raven. | 

Ped. Then pr'ythee get us ſome excellent muſic for 
to-morrow ; we wou'd have it at the Lady Here's 
chamber-window. 

Bal. The beſt 1 can, my Lord. 

Ped. Do ſo; farewel. [ Exit Balthaſar.] Come 
hither, Leonato ; what was it you was telling me to 
day? that your niece Beatrice is in love with Signi- 
or Benedick ? 

Ben. How's this ? | 

Claud. O ay, falt on, flalk en; the foxul fits, —For 
my part, I did never think that lady cou'd have lov'd 
any man, 

Ped. No, nor I neither; but tis moſt wonderful, in- 
credible that ſhe ſhou'd dote on Benedick, whom ſhe 
hath (in all outward behaviour) ſeem'd ever to abhor, 

Ben. It poſſible ? ſits the wind in that corner? 

Lean. By my troth, my Lord, I can't tell what to 
think ol it ; but that the loves him, and with an entag'd 
affection, is paſt the limits of all doubt. 

Ped. May be ſhe does but caunterteita paſſion. 

Claud. Faith, like enough. 

Leon. Counterfeit! then chere was never counterfeit 
ſo near the lite. 

Ped. V, hat effects of paſſion ſhews ſhe ? 

Claud. Bait the hook wwell, the fib'll bite, 4 

een. 


fills 
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Leon. What effects, my Lord? Why ſhe'll fit you 
Den Count have heard my daughter tell. 

Claud. She did indeed. 

Ped. How? how I pray you? you amaze me! I 
ſhou'd ha' thought her ſpirit invincible to ail aſſaults 
of affection. 

Leon. Nay, my Lord, I wou'd ha' ſworn it was, eſ- 
pecially gainſt Benedict. 

Ben. I Shou d think this a gull now, hut that the aki 
bearded fellow ſpeaks it; knavery can't hide itſelf in ſuch 
reverence ſure. 

Ped. Hath ſhe made her affection known to Bene- 
dick? by looks? or other ſigns of favour ? 

Leen. Oh, no, Sir, no; and twears the never will ; 
that's her torment. 

Ben. So, fo, fo! 

Leon. My daughter ſays, the ecſtaſy hath ſo much 
overborne her, that ſhe's ſometimes afraid ſhe'll do 
deſperate outrage on herſelf. 

Ped. Then I think Benedick ſhou'd know of't from ſome 
other, if ſhe will not diſcover it. Pray do you, Clau- 
dio, tell it him, and hear what he will ſay. 

Leon. Were't good, think you ? 

Ped. Nay 'tis very poſhble he'll ſcorn it; for 
the man, as we all know, hath a contemptuous ſpi- 
rit. 

Ben. Oh, mighty auell, mighty well ; Sir, exceſſive'y 
well indeed—hem ! 

Claud. No, never tell it him, my Lord; but e' en 
let her wear itout with good counſel. 

Leon. Nay, that's impoſlible ; ſhe may wear her 
heart out firſt, 4 3 F 

Ped. Well, we wi Mr further of it y your augh- 
ter; let it cool the while. I love Benedick well; — 
cou'd wiſh he'd modeſtly examine himſelf, to ſee how 
much he is unworthy of ſo good a lady. 

Leen. Come, my Lord, will you walk? Sup pec's by 
this time ready. 

Claud. I he don't dete uten her fir this, Tll never 
truft my expectation. 


B Ped. 
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Ped. Let there be the sauE NET ſpread for her, and 
that muſt your daughter and her gentlewoman carry; the 


Jport'll be, when they both hold opinion of each other's do- 
tage, and there's no ſuch matter ; that, that's the ſcene that 
I wou'd ſee. Come, now let's ſend her hither to call him 
in to ſupper. | 

Ben. ¶ comes 2 This can be no trick; the 
conference was ſadly — ſeriouſly borne ; they have the 
truth of it from Hero, and ſeem to pity the lady — it 
ſeems her affections have the full bent Love me! why 
it muſt be requited: I hear kow I am cenſur'd; they 
ſay [I'll bear myſelf proudly, if I do perceive the 
love to come from her: they ſay too, that ſhe'll rather 
die than give me any token of affection I—a—— 
I did never think to marry—but I muſtn't ſeem proud 
— muſt not ſeem proud —— Happy are they that hear 
their own detractions, and can ſet about mending em. 
They ſay the Lady is fair; tis a truth, I can bear em 
witneſs: and virtuous ; tis ſo, I cannot reprove it: and 
wiſe——but for loving me, troth 17 is no great addition 
to her wit; ha, no faith; nor no great argument of her 
folly : for I'll be horribly in love with her, horribly —TI 
may chance to have ſome odd quips and remnants of 
wit broken on me, becauſe I have railed fo long againſt 
marriage: well, but do n't the appetite alter ? A man 
may love the meat in his youth, that he can't endure in 
his age. Shall quips, and ſentences, and paper-bullets 
of the brain, awe a man from the career of his hu- 
mour ? No, the world mult be peopled When I 
ſaid that I would DIE a BaTcxtLos, I did'nt think 
I ſhou'd tive TILL I was MAR RED Here comes 
Beatrice; by this light ſhe's a fair lady do ſpy ſome 
— of love in her already ! I will improve em 

Em — 


Enter Beatrice careleſily. 


Beat. Againſt my will I am ſent to bid you come 
in to ſupper, 
Ben. Fair Beatrice, [=a—Madam, I- thank you for 
your pains. 
— Beat 


for 
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Beat. Pains! I took no more pains for thoſe thanks, 
than you take pairs to thank me; if t had been painful, 
I wou'dn't ha” come. 

Ben. What you take pleaſure in the meſſage then, 
ha ? 

Beat Yea; juſt as much as you may take upon a 
knife's point, and choke a daw with—Well, fare you 
well—What, you've no ſtomach, Signior, ha? fare 
you well _ You won't come—You can't eat—um— 
Your ſervant— I'll tell em ſo—Good by t'ye. [ Exit. 

Ben. Ha!—againſi my will I am ſent to bid you come 
in to ſupper ! there's a double meaning in that! 7 took 
za more pains for thoſe thanks than you take pains to thank 
me—ay ; that, that now is as much as to ſay, any pains 
that I take for you are as eaſy as thanks—1f I don't take 
pity on her, I'm a villain—If I don't love her I'm a 
Tew ; I- II go get her picture [Exit haſtily. 


A CT III. 
SCENE conli1iues. 


Enter Hero, Margaret, and Urſula. 


Hero. OO D Margaret, run into the parlour, 
J There wilt thou find my couſin Beatrice; 

Whiſper her ear; and tell her Urſula and. I are 
Walking in th' orchard, where our whole diſcourſe 
Is touching her: ſay thou overheard' ſt us 5 
And bid her ſteal into the pleached bow'r 
To liſten to our purpoſe. T hat is thy office; 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us now alone. 

Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant, preſently. 

[Exit Margaret 
Herz. Now, Ur/ula, when Beatrice is come, 


Our talk muſt be of Benedict alone; 


Be it thy part, 
To praiſe him more than ever man did merit; 
While mine muſt be to ſay how ſick he is, and deep in 
Love with Beatrice. Of * fine matter 
2 It 
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Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 

That only wounds by Hear ſay. Now begin; for lo 
Leak where Beatrice ( like a laping ) 4 at 
Cliſe by the ground to hear our conference 


Enter Beatrice cautiouſly. 


No, no truly, Ur/ula, ſhe's too diſdainful ; 
I know her ſpirits are as coy and wild 
As“ haggards of the rock. 
Ur/. But are you ſure, Madam, 
That Benedict's ſo ſorely ſmitten? 
Hero. So ſays the Prince, and my new-trothed Lord. 
Ur/. What, by your Couſin Beatrice? 
Hero. Even her. 
Beat. What's this 1 hear? 
Hero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it; 
But I perſuaded 'em, if they lov'd Benedict, 
To bid him wreſt'e with affection, 
And never let her know it. 
Ur/. hy did you ſo? Doth not the gentleman 
Deſerve full as fortunate a bed 
As ever Beatrice ſhall couch upon. 
Hera O god of love! I know he doth deſerve 
As much as may be yielded to a man- 
But Nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder ſtuff than that of Beatrice. 
Conceit and ſcorn ride ſparkling in her eyes, 
Miſprizing what they look on; for her wit 
Values itſelf ſo highly, that to her 
All matter elſe ſeems weak. She never yetſaw man, 
How wiſe, how noble, young, or rarely featur'd, 
But ſhe wou'd ſpell him backward. * If tair-fac'd, 
© She'd ſwear the gentleman ſhou'd be her ſiſter: 
« If black, why Nature, drawing of an antic, 
« Made a foul blot: if ta'l, alance ill headed ; 
« Tf low, a poppe very vilely dreſs'd : if free of ſpeech, 
« Why a vane, blown by all winds: . 
„It filent, then a block, mov'd with none. 
So turns the ev'ry man the wrong ſide oat, 


And 


* 1111 hawks. 


2d. 


And 
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And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which ſimpleneſs and merit purchaſeth. 
U-/. Sure, ſure, fuck carping isn't commendable! 
Hero. But who dare tell her 55 ? If I ſhou'd ſpeak 
She'd mock me into air; O, ſhe wou'd laugh me 
Out of myſelt ; preſs me to death with wit. 
Ur/. Yet venture, Madam; tell her of it; hear what 
ſhe'll fay. 
Hero. No; I'll rather go to Benedick, 
And counſel him to fight againſt his paſſion. 
Beat. Vill you /o ? 
Hero. And truly I'll deviſe ſome trivial flander too 
To ftain my couſin with; one doesn't know 
How much an ill word may impoiſon liking. 
Beat. Indeed! 
Hero. That's the beſt method I'm convinc'd ; fo 
come, £0 in with me. 
I'll ſhew thee ſome attires, and have thy counſel | 
Which is the beſt to furniſh me to-morrow. 
Urt. She's ta en I warrant yon; we'we caught Jer, 
Madam. 
Hero. Vit prove ſo, then lowing goes by haps, 
Some Cupid #415 with arrows, ſome with trags. 
[ Exeunt. 
Peat. What fire is in my ears? can this be true ? 
Stand I condemn'd for pride and ſcorn lo much: 
nay then, 2 
Contempt, ſarewel! and maiden pride, adieu! 
No glory lives behind the back of ſuch. 
And, Benedick, love on, I will encourage it; 
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand. 
It thou doit love, my kindneſs ſhall incite thee ; 
Love as thou wilt, Beatrice ſhal! requite thee. 
[Exit 
SCENE, a Chamber, 


Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Bene:lick, and Leonato. 
Ped. I do but ſtay till your marriage be conſumma- 
ted, and then I go tow'rds Arragon. 
Claud. Vil bring you thither, my Lord, if you' 
vouchiate me, 
B 3 tot; 
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Ped. No; that wou'd be as great a foil i'th' gloſs of 


your marriage, as to ſhew a child his new coat, and 
forbid him to wear it. No, no; I'll only be bold with 
Benedick here for his company : for, from the crown of 
his head to the ſole of his foot, he's all mirth ; he hath 
twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow-ſtring, and the little 
hangman daren't ſhoot at him ; he hath a heart as ſound 
as a bell, and his tongue's the clapper ; for what his 
heart thinks, his tongue ſpeaks. 

Ben. Gallants—1 am not as I have been! 

Leon. So ſay I, methinks you're ſadder. 

Claud. I hope he's in love. 

Ped. Hang him; there's no true drop o' blood in 
him to be touch'd with love: if he be tad, he wants 
money. 

Ben. I've got the tooth-ach. 

Ped. Draw it. 

Ben. Hang it. 

Ped What? fizh for the tooth-ach ? 

Leon. Which is but a humour, or a worm. 

Ben. Well, well; ev'ry one can maſter a grief but 
he that has it. 

Claud. Yet, ſay I, he is in love. If he be not, 
there's no believing old ſigns; he bruſhes his hat a- 
mornings, powders his hair, and changes his cloaths 
what ſhou'd that bode ? ha, ha, ha. 

Ped Nay, he rubs himſelf with civet; can you 
/mell him out by that? | 

Claud: That's as much as to ſay, the weer youth's 
in love. 

Ped. The greateſt mark of it is his melancholy, 

Claud. Yea, for his jeſting ſpirit is now crept into a 
ſute- ſtring. 

Ped. Indeed that tells a heavy tale for him. Well, 
—conclude he is in love. 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 

Ped. That wou'd I know too; I warrant one that 
knows him not. | 

Claud Ves; and his ill conditions too; and (in de- 
ſpight of all) dies for him. 

Led. She thal] be buried with her heels n 

en. 
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Ben. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach. Old 
Signior, walk aſide with me; I've ſtudied eight or 
nine wiie words to ſpeak to you, which theſe hobby- 


horſes muſtn't hear, [Exit with Leonato. 


_, © Ha, ha, ha. 
Ped. On my life, to break with him about Bea- 
trice. | | | 


Claud. Tis even ſo: Hero and Margaret have by 
this time play'd their parts with Her, and then the two 
bears won't bite one another when they meet. 


: Enter Don John. 


D. John. My Lord and brother, Heav'n fave you! 
Ped. Good den, brother. 
D. 7ohn. If your leiſure ſerv'd, I wou'd ſpeak with 
you. 
Ped. In private ? | 
D. John. So pleaſe you: yet Count Claudio may 
hear ; for what | wou'd ſpeak of concerns him. 
Ped. Nhat's the matter ? 
D. John. Means your Lordſhip to be married to- 
morrow ? [To Claudio. 
Ped. You know he does. 
. D. John. I know not that, when he knows what I 
now. 


Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you diſco- 
ver it. | 
D. John. Y ou may think I love you not: let that appear 
hereatter ; and aim better at me by what I now ſhall 
manifeſt ; for my brother, 1 think he Hela you well 
and (in dearneſs of heart) hath help'd you to effect 


this marriage; furely ſuit ill ſpent, and labour ill be- 
ſtow'd. 


Ped. Why, what's the matter? | 
D. Jobn. I came hither to tell you ; and circumſtan- 


ces ſhorten'd, for ſhe hath been too long a talking of, 
the lady is diſloyal. 


Claud. Who? Here? 
B 4 D. Jobs. 
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D. 7ohn. Ev'n ſhe ; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, ew'ry 
man's Eero. 


Claud Dit oyal ? 


D 7:hn. Nay, wonder not; for further warrant, go 
with me, and you ſhall fee her chamber window enter d, 
ev'n the night before her wedding-day ; if you do love 
her then, to-morrow wed her ; but it wou'd better fit 
your honour to change your mind. 

Claud. Can this be 1o ? 

Ped. Iwill not think it. 

D. John. Follow me; Il ſhew you enough ; and 
when you've ſeen and heard more, proceed accord- 
Inglv. 

Claud If I fee any thing to-night why I ſhou'dn't 
__marry her to-morrow, in the congregation where [I 
ſhou'd wed, there will I ſhame her. 


Ped. And as | woo'd for thee to obtain, fo will I 


join thee to diſgrace her, 
D. 7ohn. III diſparage her no further without wit- 
neſſes ; bear it but coldly till night, and then let th' 


iſſue ſhew itſelf. [Exeunt. 
ScENE, The fireet. 
Enter Dogberry and Verges, with the watch. 


Deg. Are you good men and true? 

Ver. Yea; or elſe 'twere pity but they ſhou'd ſuffer 
ſalvation, body and foul. 

Dog. Nay, that were a puniſhment too good for 'em, 
if they have any allegiance, being choſen for the 
Prince's watch. : 

. Ver. Well, give em their charge, neighbour Dog- 
3 

Dee. I will; ſtay, ſtay; firſt, who think you the 
molt diſartleſi man to be conſtable ? | 

Ver Umh—Why Hugh Oatcake, or George Seacoal 
here ; for they can write and cead. 

Deg. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal ; Heav'n hath 
bleſs d you with a good nume. Lo be a wellfavour'd 
man 
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man is, the gift of Fortune; but to write and read 
comes by Nature. | B 
1 Watch. Both which, Maſter Conftable— - 

Dog. You have; I knew't wou'd be your anſwer. 
Well:; for your favour, Sir, why: give Heav'n thanks, 
and make no boaſt of it; and for your writing and 
reading, let that appear when there's no need of ſuch 
vanity. Let me fee; how got you admitted into our 

fratarnatory & © | 
.1 Watch. Why becauſe I had the rheumatiſm, and 
loſt the uſe of my right arm. EN 

Dog. Hol a good realon ; . for you can carry your 
ſtaff J fee well enough with t'other: well, you are 
thought here to be the moſt /en/e/e/5 and fit man for the 
conſtable of the watch; thereſore bear you the lanthorn: 
this is your charge; you ſhall comprehend all vagrom men; 
you are to bid any man ſtand in the Prince's name. 

1 Watch.: How if he will not ftand? 

Dog. Why then—take- po note of bim, hut let him 
go; and preſently call the reſt of the vate together, 
and thank Hcav'n you are rid of a knave. 

Ver. It be will not tand when he is bidden, then is 
he none, of the Prince's ſubjects. 

Dog True; and they are to meddle with none but 
the Prince's ſubjects. You ſhall alſo make no noe in 
the ſtreets; for, for the watch to babble and talk, is 
molt to/zrable, and not to be endur d. 

1 ach. No, no, we'll rather ſleep than talk; we 
know what belongs to a watch. 

Deg. Why you ſpeak like an ancient and moſt quiet 
watchman ; for I can't fee how ſlecping ſhould offend ; 
only have a care that your ſtaves bent fle. Well, 
you are to call at all the alehouſes, and bid rhiofe that 
are drunk get em to bed. 


1 Watch. How if they will not ? 


Deg. I hen let em alone till they are ſober, it they 
make you not then a better anfwer, vou may tell en 
roundly that they—they're not the mer you tuck em jor 

t Watch, Ay, ay; we Will, we will. 

Dag. It you ſhou'd meet a thlef, jou may ſuſpect him 
(Ly virtue of your office) to be no true man; and for 

5 uch 
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ſuch kind o' men, why the leſs you meddle or make 


with 'em, the more's for ypur boneſty. 
1 Watch. Ay, but if we know 
we not lay hands on him ? 


o 
- 


im to be a thief, ſhall 


Dog. Why truly by your office you may; but 1 


think they that touc 


is to 
your company. 


pitch, will be defil'd ; ſo the 
moſt 2 way for you (if you ds take a thief) 
et him ſhew himſelf what he is, and fea/ out of 


Ver. Ah: you've been always call'd a narciſul man, 


partner. 


Dog. Truly I wou'dn't ha 
will, much more a man who ha 


a dog 
any hon 


by my good 
eſty in him. 


Ver If you hear a child cry in the night, you muſt 


call to the nurſe, and bid her il! it. | 
1 Watch. How, if the nurſe be aſleep, and will gs 
4 


hear us? 


Dog. Why then depart in peace, and let the chi 
wake her with crying; for the ewe that will not hear 


her lamb when it baes, w 


he bleats, ha, ha, 


ill never anſwer a calf when 


Ver. "Tis very true, ha, ha, ha, tis very true. 


Dog. This is the end of the charge 


; you, Mr. Con- 


ſtable, are to preſent the Prince's own perſon ; if you 
meet the Prince himſelf in the night, you may ſtay him. 

Ver. Nay, bi'rlady, that I think he cannot. 

Dog. Come, five ſhillings to one with any man that 
knows the fatues, he may—m not, not without the 
Prince be willing, ha, ha, ha; for indeed the watch 
ought to offend no man; and it is an offence to ſtay a 


man againſt his will. 


Yer, Bi'rlady, I think it be ſo. 


Deg. Well, maſters, good night; an there be any 
matter of weight chances, call up me; keep your fel - 
lows counſel, and your own, and good _ Come, 

u 


neighbour: d'ye hear, call up me, be 


up ME. 


t Watch. Well, maſters, we hear our c 


re you call 


[ Exeunt Dogberry and Verges. 


harge; come, 


let's go ſleep upon the church- bench till two, and then 


to bed. 


Dog. [returxing, One word more, honeſt neighbours ; 


* 


I pray 


=, & Ft, ay 


11d 
ear 
len 


* Bar. Stand cloſe then under this pent-houſe, for it 
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I pray you watch about Signior Leonato's door; for 
the wedding being there to-morrow ; there'll be great 
coil to-night ; adieu; be vigilant, be vigilant, I be- 


ſeech you. [Exit again, 
Bor [without. ] What, Conrade / 
i Watch. Peace, ſtir not! [the Watch retire, 


Enter Borachio and Conrade, half drunk. 


Bor. Conrade, I ſay. | 

Con. Here, man ; I'm at thy elbow. 

Bor. By the maſs, my elbow itch'd, and I thought 
there'd a ſcab follow. | 2 

Con. I'll owe thee an anſwer to that; ſo onward, 
onward with thy tale. 


drizles rain ; and I will (like a true drunkard) utter all 
my villainy. 

: Watch. Some treaſon, maſters ; liſt a while ! 

Bor. Know I have this night earn'd of Don Jobr, 
the Prince's brother, a thouſand ducats. 

Con. Is it poſſible that any villainy ſhould be fo 


Fl 


r. 
Bor. Thou ſhou'dſt rather aſk, if't were poſſible that 
any villainy ſhou'd be ſo cheap? for when rich villains 
have need of poor ones, poor ones may mace what 
price they will : But raark the drift of it; | have to- 
night been wooing Margaret, the Lady Hero's gentle- 
woman, by the name of Hero : She, Sir, leans me 
out at her miſtreſs's chamber window, kiſſes her hand. 
and bids mea thouſand times good night, while the 
Prince and Claudio (planted i'th' orchard by my maſ- 
ter Don John) ſaw afar off this amorous encounter 
Con. And thought thy Margaret was Hero ? ha ? 
Bor. Two of em did, the Prince and Claudio; but 
that devil my maſter knew ſhe was Margaret : How- 
ever, this confirm'd the ſlander he had made; away 
went Claudio enrag'd ; iwore he wou'd meet her next 
day at the temple ; there, before the whole congrega- 
— ſhamg and tend her home again without a huſ- 


2 Batch. 
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2 Watch, [Seizing them] We charge you in the 


Prince's name to ſtand. | 

1 Watch. Call up the right maſter-conſtable ; we 
have recover d here the moſt dangerous piece of / eche- 
y that ever was known in the commonwealth— 

Con. Maſters, maſters — 

1 Watch. Nay, nay, never ſpeak ; we charge you, 
let us cbey you to go with us. 

Bor. So, fo, ſo ; we're like to prove a good com- 
modity truly, being taken up by theſe fellows. 

1 Watch. Come, come, let's ha' no prating ; fel- 
lows ! what do you mean by fellows ? along, along 
wi' you, troop. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Chamber. 
Enter Hero and Margaret. 


Marg. Troth, I think your other gown were better, 
Hero. No, pr'thee good Meg, I'll wear this. 
Marg. By my troth, it's not ſo good; your other 
is worth ten of it. | 
Hero. Heaven give me joy to wear it, ſay I! for 
my heart is exceeding heavy--what ist o'clock, think'ſt 
thou? 
Marg. Tis almoſt five; here comes your couſin! 


Enter Beatrice. 


Hero. Good-morrow, coz. 
Beat. Good-morrow, ſweet Hero. 
Hero. Why, how now? do you ſpeak i' the ic tune 
o 
Beat. Ay. I am out of all other tune methinks : 
Come, coz ; tis almoſt five o'clock ; tis time you were 
getting ready — by my troth, I am exceeding ill; hey 
ho! I am fick at heart 
Marg. Oh; get you ſome diſtill'd carduus Penedic- 
tus, and lay it to your heart; tis th' only thing in the 
world for a qualm. 
| Beat. 
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Beat. Benedictus why Benedictus? you've ſome 
ſubtle meaning in this Benedictus; ſome private moral 
couch'd. 

Marg. Moral? no, by my troth, not I; I have no 
moral meaning: I mean plain 5oly-thi/ile: You 
may think perhaps, that I fancy you 're in love; nay, 
by r-lady, I am no ſuch fool: Vet Benedict he was 
ſuch another; and now is he become tame; he 
ſwore he'd never marry, yet now (in deſpight of his 
heart) does he eat his meat without grudging ; and 
how far you may be converted I know not ; but me- 
thinks you look with your eyes juſt as other women 
do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps ? 

Marg. Not a fal/e gallop, I'll be ſworn. EN: 


Enter Urſula. 


Urſ. Madam, pleaſe you to withdraw, the Prince, 
the Count, Signior Benedick, Don Jobs, and all the 

[lants of the town will ſoon be here to fetch you 
forth to church. 

Hero. Then help to dreſs me, good coz ; good Meg, 
good Ur/ula, come. 

Beat. Heigh-ho ! [Exeunt. 


SG EN E, The avenue. 


Enter Leonato, with Dogberry and Verges. 


Leon. What wou'd you with me, honeſt men ? 

Dog. Marry, Sir, we wou'd have ſome confidence 
that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Be brief, I pray you then; for you ſee tis 
a buſy time. 

Dog. Marry, this it is, Sir. 

Ver. Ves, Sir, in truth it is 


Lein, What is it, good friend? 


Dog. 
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Dog. Goodman Verges, Sir, f a little o' the 
matter; An old man, Sir; and his wits are not ſo 
blunt, as (Heaven help) one wou'd deſire they were; 
but in faith he's as honeſt as the ſkin between his 
brows. 

Ver. Ves, thank Heav'n, I am as honeſt as-any 
_ living, that's an old man, and no honeſter than 

2 — —4 compariſons are odorous, b 828175 


es, od rous, 
= Pho, you are tedious. 

Deg. Ah-—it pleaſes your good Worſhip to ſay fo ; 
but we're the poor Dub” s officers ; and truly, for my 
own (if I were as tedious as a king) I cou'd find 
my — to beſtow it all upon your Worſhip, 

Leon. All thy tediouſneſs on me, friend ? 

Dog. Yea, and twice a thouſand times as much ; 
for I hear as good exc/amation on your Worſhip as of 
any man in the city; and tho* I be but a poor man, I 
am glad to hear it. 

3 Ves, and ſo am I, and pleaſe your Wor- 

1 I wou'd fain know what you have to ſay. 

Ver. Marry, Sir, our watch to night (excepting 
your Worſhip's 7 hath in their ocrurnal rounds 
ta'en a couple of as arrant knaves as any in Me 

Dag. A good old man, Sir; ; he will be talking, as 
they ſay : When the age is in, che wit is out you 
know; Heaven he'p us, tis a world to ſee ! well 
ſaid i faith, neighbour Verges; well faid—Ah ! he's 

a good man; an two men ride on a ho ſe, one muſt 
ride behind an honeſt ſoul i' fait Sir; by my troth 
he is, as ever broke bread ; but Heaven is to be 
waorſhipp'd ; all men are not alike ; alas, good ncigh- 
bour ! 

Leon. Why indeed, he does come ſhort of you. 

Dog. Gifts zifts, that Heaven gives 

Leon. | fee | mut be gone, aud leave you, I told 
you I was buly, [ Gairg, 


Dg. 


7 
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Dog. One word, Sir; our watch have indeed com- 
prebended two auſpi auſpicious perſons ; and we wou'd have 
'em this morning examin'd before your Worſhip. 

Leon. O ! is chat all ? ee ded Jon their examina- 
tion yourſelf, and WW 


as may appear 82 [Exit Leon. 
Dog. It ſhall 2 ance Go, good partner; get 
ou to Francis Seacoal; bid him bring his and 


ink-horn to the jail ; for we muſt now examine theſe 
men. 

Ver. Ay, and we mun do it wiſely too, I can tell 
you that. 

Dog. Ah—well ſpare for no wit, I warrant ; here, 
[ pointing to his forehead] here's that ſhall drive ſome of 
em to a mnm-com : Only do you get the learned writer 
to come and ſet down our exanimation, and meet me at 
the jail. [Exeunt. 


A CT N. 
$6.55 5 Weis e 


Diſcovers Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Fryar, Clau- 
dio, Benedick, Hero, Beatrice, 7 mai di, &C. 
at the altar. | 


Leon C OM E, Fryar Ren, be brief; only the 
plain form of marriage now, and you ſhall 
recount their particular duties afterwards. 


Fryar. You come hither, my Lord, to marry this 
lady ? 

Gau No. 

Leon. To be married to her, Fryar; you come to 
marry her. 

F-yar. Lady, you come hither to be marry'd to this 
Count. 

Hero, I do, 


Far. 
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Fryar. If either of you know any inward impedi- 


ment why you ſhou'dn't be ae d, 1 . you on 
your ſouls to utter it. 11 . 


Claud. Know you any, Hero 2 
Hero. None, my Lord. 
Fryar. Know you any, Count ? 
Leon. I dare make his anſwer ; None. 
Claud. O what men dare do! what x men may do 
what men daily do 
Ben. How now interjections ny 
* Stand thou by, Fryar-; 'father, by your 
eave; | 
Will you with free and unconſtrained ſoul 
Give me this maid your daughter? 
Leon. As freely, ſon, as Heaven did give her me. 
Claud. And what have I to give you back, 
Whole worth 
May counterpoiſe this precious gift ? 
Ped. Nothing, unleſs you render her again. 
_ Sweet Prince, you teach me noble thankful- 
neſs. 
There, Leonato, take her back again ; 
She's but the ſign and ſemblance of her honour ; 
Behold how like a maid ſhe bluſhes here! 
O, what authority and ſhew of truth 
Can cupning ſin cover itſelf witha!! 
She knows * heat of a luxurious bed; 
Her bluſh is guiltineſs, not modeſty. 
Leon. What do you mean, my Lord ? 
Claud. Not to be marry'd ; 
Not knit my ſoul to an approved wanton. 
Leon. Dear my Lord, if you (in your own proof) 
Have vanquiſh'd the refittance of her youth, 
Ard made defeat of her virginity — 
Claud. No, Leonat?, 
] never tempted her with word too lar 
Bur (as a brother to his filter! ſt. c W d 
Baſhful ſincer ty, and conicly love. 
Hero. And ſeem d I ever otherwiſe to you? 
Claud Out on thy ſceming; - 
ou 


1 
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You ſeem'd to me as Dian in her orb ; 
As chaſte as is the bud ere it be blown : 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or thoſe pamper'd animals 
That rage in ſavage ſenſuality. 
Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth ſpeak ſo wide ? 
Leon. Sweet Prince, why ſpeak not you? 
Ped. What ſhou'd I ſpeak ? 
I ſtand diſhonour'd, that have gone about 
To link my deareſt friend here to a common ſtale. 
Leon. Are theſe things ſpoken, or is't all a dream ? 
D. John Sir, they are ſpoken, and theſe things are 
true. 
Beat. True ! Oh Heaven! 
Ben. This looks not like a nuptial! 
Claud. Leonato, ftand | here ? 
Is this the Prince? this the Prince's brother? 
Is this face Heros? are our eyes our own ? 
Leon. All this is ſo : but what of this, my Lord? 
Claud. Let me but put one queſtion io your daugh- 
ter, 
And, by that fatherly and kindly pow'r 
That you have over her, bid her anſwer truly. 
Leon. charge thee do ſo, as thou art my child. 
Hero. O Heaven defend me ! how am I beſet! 
Claud. What man was he talk'd with you yeſternight 
Under your window betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you can, anſwer to this. 
Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour, my Lord. 
Claud. Oh fie ! fie for ſhame ! 
Ped. Leonato, 
I am ſorry you muſt hear; but, on my honour, 
Myſelf, my brother, and this grieved Count 
Did ſee her, heat her, at that hour laſt night, 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ; 
Who hath indeed (like a molt liberal villain) 
Confteſs'd the vile encounters they have had 
A thouſand times in ſecret. 
D. John. Fie ! tie! they are not to be nam'd, my 
Lord, | 
There 


| 
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There isn't chaſtity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter em. Thus, pretty Lady, 
I am ſorry for thy much miſgovernment 
Claud. O Hera ! what an angel hadſt thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been plac'd 
About the thoughts and counſels of thy heart ! 
But fare thee well, moſt foul moſt fair ! 
For thee II lock up all the gates of love, 
Nay on my eyelids ſhall conjecture hang 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never ſhall it more be gracious. 
Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ? 
[ Hero faints. 
Peat. Why how now, coufin ; wherefore fink you 
down ? 
D. Jobn. Come, let us go; theſe things come thus 
to light 
Smother her ſpirits up. | 
[Exeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and Claud. 
Ben. How doth the /aay ? 
Beat. Dead. I think —help, uncle ! 
Hero ! why Hero uncle]! Signior Benedick / Fryar! 
Leon. O Fate] take not away thy heavy hand; 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame, 
Beat How now, couſin Hers ? 
Fryar. Have comfort, lady. 


Leon. Doſt thou look up? 
Fryar. Yea ; wherefore ſhou'd ſhe not ? 
Leon. Wherefore ? why doth n't ev'ry earthly thing 
Cry ſhame upon her ? cou'd ſhe here deny 
he ſtory that is printed in her blood? 
Do not live, Hero, do not ope thine eyes : 
For did I think thou wou'df not quickly die; 
Thought I thy ſpirits ſtronger than thy ſhames, 
Myſelf wou'd (on the rereward of reproach) 
Strike at thy life——Griev'd I, I had but one ? 
Chid I for that at frugal Nature's frame ? 
I've one too much by thee—Oh ! ſhe's fall'n ! fall'n 


[ he recovers a little. 


Into 
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Into a pit of ink, that the wide ſea 
Hath Ge too few to bro ol again, 
Ben. Sir, Sir, be patient; 
For my part, I am ſo attir'd in wonder, 
I know not what to ſay ! 
Beat. O, on my ſoul, my couſin is bely d. 
Ben. Lady, was you her bedfellow laſt night ? 
Beat. No truly, not; altho' until laſt night 
I have this twelvemon her bedfellow. 
Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd ! O that is ſtronger made 
Which was before bafr'd up with ribs of iron. 
Wou'd the Prince lye? and Claudio, wou'd he lye ? 
Who lov'd her ſo, that (ſpeaking of her foulneſs) 
Waſh d it with tears? Hence from her, let her die. 
Fryar, Hear me a little; 
For I have only filent kept ſo long, 
By noting of the lady : I have mark'd 
A thouſand bluſhing apparitions 
Start into her face ; a thouſand innocent ſhames 
In angel-whiteneſs bear away thoſe bluſhes ; 
And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire 
To burn the errors that theſe princes Eold 
Againſt her maiden truth—Call me a fool; 
Truſt not my reading, reverence or faith 
Tf this ſweet lady lie not guiltleſs here 
Under ſome biting error. } 
Leon. Fryar, it cannot be : 
Thou ſeeſt, that all the grace ſhe has left, 
Is, that ſhe will not add to her damnation 
The fin of perjury : ſhe not denies it. 
Why ſeek ſt thou then to cover with excuſe 
That which appears in proper nakedneſs ? 
Fryar. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of ? 
Hero. They know that do accuſe me; I know of none 
If I know more of any man alive 
Than that which maiden modeſty doth warrant, 
Let all my fins lack mercy ! O my father, 
Prove you that any man with me convers'd 
At hours unmeet ; or that I yeſternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refuſe me, hate me, torture me to death. Fryar. 
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Fryar There is ſome ſtrange miſpriſion in the princes ! 
Ben. Two of 'em have the very bent of honour ; 
And, if their wiſdoms be miſled in this, 
The pyactice of it lives in ch the baſtard, 
Whole ſpirits toil in frame of villainies. 
Leon. | know not that: if thev ſpeak truth, 
Theſe hands ſhall tear her: but if they wrong her ho- 
[nour, 
The proudeſt of em all ſhall dear repent it. 
Time haihn't yet ſo dry'd this blood of mine, 
Nor Age fo eat up my invention, 
Nor my bad life ref me ſo much of friends, 
But they ſhall find awak'd 
Both ſtrength of limb, 
And policy of mind, 
To quit me of em thoroughly. 
Fryar. Pauſe then a while, 
And let my council {way you in this caſe. 
Your Daughter here (by the prince: left for dead), 
Shall for a while be ſecretly kept in, 
And publiſh it that ſhe is dead indeed. 
Leon What 'll become of this? what will this do? 
Fryar. _ this, well carry'd, ſhall (on her be- 
half) 
Change ſlander to remorſe ; for ſo it oft falls out, 
That what we have, we prize not to the worth 
While we enjoy it; but, being lack'd and loſt, 
'Then over-rate the value Thus will it fare with 
Claudia: | 
For when he hears ſhe dy'd upon his words, 
Th' idea of her charms ſhall ſweetly creep 
Into his ſtudy of imagination ; 
And every lovely organ of her life 
Shall come apparel'd in more precious 5 
More moving, delicate, and full of life, 
Than when ſhe liv'd indeed. —- Then ſhall he mourn, 
(If ever love had int'reſt in his heart), 
And wiſh he hadn't ſo accus'd her ; 
Yea, tho” he thought his accuſation true: 


From 
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From hence perhaps ſome circumſtance may riſe 
To clear the Lady's tame ; 

If not, at laſt you may conceal her 

(As beſt befits her wounded reputation) 

In ſome recluſive and religious life, 

Free from all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Ben. Good Leonato, let the Fryar adviſe you: 
And, tho' you know my inwardneſs and love 
Are very much unto the Prince and Claudio ; 
Yet, by my honour, I will deal in this 
As ſecretly and juſtly as your foul 
Shou'd with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grief 
The ſmalleſt twine may lead me. 

Fryar. Tis well conſented ; preſently away. | 
Come, lady, die 70 /ve: this wedding day perchancg 
Is but prolong'd ; have patience, and endure. 

[Exeunt, preter Benedick and Beatrice. 

Ben. Lady Beatrice, you have wept all this while ? 

Beat. Yea, Signior, and I will weep a while longer ; 
For the cauſe demands it. 

Ben. Surely I do believe your fair couſin is wrong'd. 

Beat. O, how much might the man deſerves of me 
that wou'd right ber! 

Ben. Is there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip ? 

Beat. A very even way, but no ſuch friend. 

Ben. May a man do it ? 

Beat. Tis a man's office; but not yours. 

Be-n.—I do love nothing in the whole world-—fo 
much as you Is not that ſtrange? 

Beat. Ay, as ftrange as any thing | Anoww not: it 
were as poſſible for me to ſay, I lov'd nothing ſo well 
as you—but believe me nt; and yet lye not: I con- 
fe ſo nothing, —nor I deny nothing I am ſorry for 
my coufin ! 

Ben. By my ſword, Beatrice, thou lov'it me! 

Beat. Do not ſwear by it, and eat it. 

Ben. Yes, I will (wear by it that you love me; and I'll 
make him eat it that ſays I love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word: ? 


Ben. 
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Ber. With no ſauce that can bedevis'd to em: I pro- 
teſt I love thee. | 

Beat. Why then, Heav'n forgive me ! 

Ben. What offence, ſweet Beatrice? what offence ? 

Beat. You've ſtay' d me in a happy hour; for I was 
_ juſt about to proteſt that I lov'd you. 

Ben. Ay, do it, then do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with ſo much of my heart, that 
I have none left to proteſt with. 

Ben. Come, bid me do any thing for thee, any thing— 

Beat. Kill Claudio. . rhe 

Ben. Ha! not for the wide world! 

Beat. You kill me to deny ; farewel. 

Ben. Tarry, ſweet Beatrice 

Beat. | am gone, tho' I'm here: there's no love in 
you: nay, I pray you let me go 

Ben. Beatrice ! 

Beat. In faith I'll 

Ben. Let us be friends firſt. | 

Beat. You dare eafier be friends with me than fight 
with mine enemy. 

Ben. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is he not prov'd inthe height a villain ? that 
hath ſlander'd, ſcorn'd, diſhonour'd my kinſwoman ? 
O that I were a man! what, bear her in hand until 
they come to take hands! and then with public ac- 
cuſation, uncover'd ſlander, unmitigated rancour—— 
O!] that I were a man! I'd eat his heart in the 
market-place. 

Bien. Hear me, Beatrice, 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window! a proper 
ſaying ! 

Ben. Nay, but Beatrice— 

Beat. Sweet Hero! ſhe's wrong'd, ſhe's blaſted, 
ſhe's undone. 

Ben. But | 

Beat. Princes and Counts! a princely teſtimony ! 
indeed a ſweet gallant truly! O that I were a man 
for his ſake! or that I'd any friend would be a man for 
mine! but manhood is melted into courteſy; va- 
lour into compliment ; and men are only turn'd into 

tongue. 
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tongue. He is now as valiant as Hercules that can tell 


a lye, and ſwear to it I cannot be a man with wiſh- 
ing; therefore [I'll die a woman with grieving. 
Ben. O tarry, good dear Beatrice—By this hand I love 


e. 

Beat. Uſe it for my love ſome other way than ſwear- 
ing by it. | 

Ben. Stay, tell me ; think you now, on your ſoul, 
that Count Claudio hath wrong'd Hero? | 

Beat. Yea ; as ſure as I have thought or ſoul. 

Ben. Tis enouoh; I'm engag'd; I'll cxaiLenGE him: 
PI kiſs your hand, and fo leave you; by this hand 
Claudio ſhall render me a dear account: as you hear of 
me, ſo think of me: go, comfort your couſin, I muſt 
ſay ſhe's dead; ſo farewel: I'll challenge him; I'll 
do't. [ Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE, The goal. 
Enter Dogberry, Verges, Town-Clerk, and Sexton. 


To.-Cl. Is our whole difſembh appear'd ? 

Dog. O, a ſtool and cuſhion for the Sexton ! 

Sex. Which be the malefactors? 

Ver. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Dog. Nay, that's certain; wwe have the exhibition to 
examine. 

Sex. But which are the offenders that are to be exa- 
mined ? let em come before the maffer-conftable, 

To.-Cl. Yea, marry, let em come before me. 


Enter Watch, with Borachio and Conrade. 


What is your name, friend ? 

Bor. Borachio. 

To.-ClL Write down Borachi—— Yours, firrah ? 

Con. I am a gentleman, Sir; and my name is Cor- 
rade. 

To.-CI. Write down Maſter Gentleman Conrade. Ma- 
ſters, do you ſerve Heav n? 23 

27 


— 
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Both. Yes, Sir, we hope ſo. 

To.-C/. Write down they hope they ſerve Heav'n : 
and, d'ye hear, write Heav'n firſt ; for Heav'n defend, 
but Heav'n ſhou'd go before ſuch villains ! Maſters, it 
is prov'd already, that you are little better than falſe 
knaves, ay, and it'll go near to be thought fo ſhortly. 
How anſwer you to this ? 

Con. Marry, Sir, we ſay that we are none. 

To.-Cl. A marvellous witty fellow, I aſſure you! 
but I'll go about with em. Come you hither, fir- 
rah; a word in your ear. I ſay unto you again, that 
it is thought you are falſe knaves. 

Bor. Sir, I ſay unto you again and again, that we 
are none, | 

To.-Cl. Fore Heav'n they are both in a tale: well, 
ſtand aſide. Have you writ down that they are none ? 

Sex. Maſter Town-Clerk, you go not the way to 
examine em: you muſt call the watch that are their 
excuſers. | 

To.-Cl. Yea, marry, that's the deiteſt way; let the 
watch come forth. 


Enter 1/1 and 2d Watchman. 


Maſters, I charge you in the Prince's name, to excu/+ 
theſe men. | 
Bath Watch. We will, we will. 
1 Watch.” This man, Sir, ſaid, that Don John, the 
Prince's brother, was a villain. 
To. Cl. Write down Prince Fohn a willain; why, this 
is flat perjrery to call a Prince's brother villain. 
Bor. Matter Town-Clerk 
To.-Cl. Pr'ythee, fellow, peace: I don't like 
thy look, I promiſe thee ; have you wrote down Prince 
„d villain? 
Sex. Ihave; what heard you him ſay elſe ? 
1 Hatch. Marry, that he had this night receiv'd a 
thouſard ducats ior accuſing the Lady Hero wrongfully, 
To.-Ct. Flat burg «ry as ever was committed. 
Dog. Lea; by the mils is it. 
Sex. What elſc, fellow? 


I Latch. 
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1 Watch. Why, that Count Claudio did mean, upon 
his words, to diſgrace Lady Hero before the whole / 
ſembly, and not marry her. 

ToCl. O, villain! thou wilt be condemned into 
everlaſting redemption for this! 

Sex. What elſe? 

1 Watch. This is all. 

Sex. Ay; and more too than you can deny, for 
Prince John's this morn in ſecret ſtoln away; Lady 
Hero was in this manner excus'd, and in this ve 
manner refus'd ; and upon the grief of this ſuddenly 
dy'd. Maſter conſtable, let theſe men be — þ 
and brought to Leonato: we will go before, and ſhew 
him their exanimation. [Exeunt Sexton and Town-Clerk. 

Deg. Here, let them be opinion d: come, bind 
'em, thou naughty varlet! 

Con. Away; you're an aſs, you're an aſs. 

Dog. Doſt thou not /u/pe# my place? doſt thou not 
ſuſpect my years? O that he were here to write me 
down an aſs! but, maſters, remember that I'm an aſs : 
tho te be not written down, yet forget not that I'm 
an aſs ;—no, thou villain, thou art full of piety; as 
ſhall be prov'd upon thee by good witneſs : I am a wiſe 
fellow ; and, what's more, an officer; and, what's more, 
a houſholder ; and, what's more, as pretty a piece o 
fleſh as any in Me//ina; and one that knows the lau; 
go to: and a rich fellow enough; go to: and a fellow 
that hath had loſſes; and one that hath two gowns, 
and ev'ry thing handſome about him : take him away ; 


rake him away. O that he had but been here to 
ha' writ me down an als. 
8 Aer. 


7 Sen W E, The avemue. 
Erter Leonato and Antonio. 


Art. F you perſiſt in this, you'll kill yourſelf : 
| It is n't wiſdom thus to ſecond grief 
Againſt yourſelf. | 
| C Leen 
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Leon. I pr'ythee ceaſe thy counſel ; 
Which falls into my ears as profitleſs 
As water in a ſieve: give not me counſel ; 
Nor e'er let comforter delight mine ear, 
But ſuch a one whoſe wrong doth ſuit with mine. . 
Bring me a father that ſo lov'd his child, 
Whole joy of her is quite o'erwhelm'd, like mine, 
And bid him ſpeak to me of patience ; 
If ſuch a one can ſmile when he ſhould groan, 
Patch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune drunk 
With candle waſters: bring him ſtraight to me, 
And I of him will gather patience 
© Bur there is no ſuch man. 
No, no; tis all men's office mo patience ; 3 
But no man's virtue or ſufficiency 
To be ſo moral, when he muſt endure 
* The like himſelf; therefore give me no counſel; 
My griefs cry louder than advice can calm. 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

Leon. | pr'ythee, peace; 1 will be fleſh and blood ; 
For there was never yet philoſopher I ſay 
That could endure the toothach patiently ; 
However they have writ the ſtyle of gods. 

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourſelf; 
Make thoſe that do offend you ſuffer too, 

Leon. There thou ſpeak'ſt reaſon; nay I will do fo : 
My foul doth tell me Hers is bely'd; 
And that ſhall Claudio know; ſo ſhall the Prince, 
And all of 'em that thus diſhonour her. 

Ant. Here come the Prince and Claudio haſtily. 


Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 


Ped. Good den, good den. —— 
Claud. Good day to both of you. 4 Paſſing haflily by. 


Lear. Hear you, my Lords? 

Ped. We have ſome haſte, Leonaro. 

Lecn., Some haſte, my Lord! well, fare you well, 
my Lord. 


. Are 
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Are you ſo haſty now ? well, all is one. 
Ped. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 
Ant. If he cou'd write himſelf with quarrelling, 
Some of us wou'd lie low. 
Claud. Who wrongs him, Sir? : 
Leon. Marry, thou doit wrong me, thou diſſembler 
thou! [ Claudio accidentally adjuſts his feword. 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy ſword ; 
I fear thee not. 
Claud. Marry, beſhrew my hand! 
That it ſhou'd give your age ſuch cauſe of fear! 
In faith my hand meant nothing to my ſword. 
Leon. Tuſh, tuſh, man; never fleer and jeſt at me; 
I ſpeak not like a dotard or a fool, 
As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being young, or what wou'd do 
Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy teeth, 
Thou halt ſo wrong'd my innocent child and me, 
That I am forc'd to lay my rev'rence by; 
And, with grey hairs and bruiſe of many days, 
To challenge thee to th' tryal of a man. 
I fay, thou haſt bely'd my innocent child; 
Thy ſlander hath gone thro and tmhro' her heart; 
And ſhe lies bury'd with her anceflors, 
O, in a tomb where ſcandal never flept, 
Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villainy! 
Claud. My villainy ? 
Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thine, I ſay. 
Ped. You ſay not right, old man. 
Le:n. My Lord, my Lord, 
III prove it on his body it he dare, 
Deſpight of his nice fence and active practice, 
His May of youth, and bloom of luſty hood. 
Claud. Away; I will not have to do with you. 
Leu. Canit thou ſo doi me? thou hatt kill'd wy 
child; 
If thou kill'ſt me, bor, thou ſlialt a man. 
Ant. He ſhall kill two of us; and men indeed. 
But that's no matter; let him kill one firſt. 
Win me, and wear me; let him aniwer me: 
Come, follow me, boy; follow me; * 
C 2 | 
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I'll whip you from your foining fence ; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 
Leon. Brother 
Ant. Content yourſelf ; Heav'n knows I lov'd my 
niece ; 
And ſhe is dead: ſlander'd to death by villains ; 
That dare as well anſwer a man indeed, 
As I dare take a ſerpent by the tongue: 
Boys! apes! jacks! braggarts! milkſfops ! 
Leon. But, brother Anthony !—— 
Ant. Come, 'tis no matter. 
Do not you meddle ; let me deal in this. 
Ped. Gentlemen both, we will not rack your pa- 
tience : 
My heart is ſorry for your daughter's death ; 
Yet, on my honour, ſhe was charg'd with nothing 
But what was true, and very full of proof. 
Leon. My Lord, my Lord 
Ped. T will not hear you. 
Leon. No! come, brother; come away : I will be 


heard. 
Ant. Ay—and you ſhall; or ſome of us Il ſmart 
fort. [Exeunt Leonato and Antonio. 


Enter Benedick. 


Claud Now, Signior, what news? 

Hen. Good day, my Lord! | 

2 Welcome, Signior ; you're almoſt come to part 
a fray. 

Claud. We'd like to've had our noſes here ſnapt off 
by two old men without teeth, 

Ped. Leonato and his brother. What think'ſt thou? 
had we fought, I doubt we ſhou'd ha* been too young 
for em. 

Ben. In a falſe quarrel there is no true valour ; I came 
to ſeek ye both. 

Claud. We've been up and down to ſeek :/-e ; for 
we are high proof melancholy, and wou'd fain have 
+: beaten away; wilt thou ule thy wit? 5 

er 


— — —— ——— 


—— —— 
— — 
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Ben. Tis in my ſcabbard; ſhall I draw it, Sir? 

Clau. Ay, do; to pleaſure us. 8 

Ped. As I am an honeſt man, he looks pale; art thou 
fick or angry? 

Claud. O, courage, man, courage: what, tho' care 
kill'd a cat, thou haſt mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Ben. Sir, I ſhall meet your wit in the career, if you 
charge it againſt me: I pray you, chuſe another ſub- 
ject; I don't like it, Sir. 

Ped. By this light, he changes more and more! I 
think he be angry indeed! 

Ons: Nay, and he be, he knows how to turn his 

'rdle! | 
6 Ben. Shall I ſpeak a word in your ear ? 

Claud. Bleſs me from a challenge 

Ben. You are a villain ! jeft not; I'll make it good, 
Sir, when you dare, and with what you dare: Do me 
right, or I'll proteſt your cowardice. You have kill'd 
a ſweet young lady, and her death ſhall fall heavy on 
you Let me hear from you. 

Claud. Well, well; 1'll meet you; ſo I may have 
good cheer. 

Ped. What, a feaſt ? 

Claud. Yes, faith, I thank him; he hath invited me 
to a calve's head ; the which if I don't carve moſt cu- 
riouſly, ſay my knife's naught. 

— Mighty well, Sir; your wit ambles well; it goes 
eaſily 

Ped. But when, when ſhall we fee the /avage buli 
Borns upon the ſenſible Benedict's Lead? 

Claud. Vea; and text underneath, Here d=ve//s Bens- 
dick the married man? ha, ha. | 

Ben. Fare you well, boy; you know my mind: I'll 
leave you now to your goſſip like humour. My Lord, 
for your many courteſies I thanks you, but muſt diicon- 
tinue your company; your brother the baſtard is fied 
from na; you have among you k1ll'd a ſweet and 
innocent lady—For my Loid Lackbeard there, he 


and I ſhall meet; till then, peace be with him! 


[Exit Benedict. 
Claud. 


Ped. He is in earneſt. 


22 
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Claut. O, moſt profound earneſt; and, I warrant 
you, all for the love o Beatrice. 

Ped. What a pretty thing is man, when he vapours 
about in his word, and leaves off his wit: — But ſoft, 
pray vou, did he not ſay my brother was fled ? that 
breeds a gloomy thought. 

Dog. uit! Come, come along, Sir; if Juſtice 


— 


can't tame rc, ſhe mall ne'er more weigh Reaions in 
her balance. 

Ped, ton now! two o my brother's men bound! 
Burecor one! 


Ciaus. Hearken after their offence, mv Lord. — 


Le ter Dogberry and Verges, wil! Conrade and Bora- 
f 1 6 7 1 
C10 piiion'd, and the two Watchmen, 


P-Z7. O#icers, what oſfence have theſe men commit- 
ted? 

Dog. NTarry, Sir, thev have committed falſe report; 
morever, they have ſpoken untruths; ccondarily, they 
are ſlanderers; fixthly and laſtly, they have bculy'd a 
lady; third!;, they have werify'd unjuſt things; and to 
conclude, they arc lying knaves. 

Ped. Firſt, I aſx thee what have they done; f/ 


and dab, I aſks thee what's their offence ; thirdly, why 


they are committed ? and to conclude, what have you 
to lay to their charge? 
aud. Rightly reaſon'd; and in his own diviſion. 

Fed. Whom have you offended, maſters, that you 
are thus bound to anſwer ? This learned conſtable here 
1: 200 cunning; to be unceritood— What's your offence ? 

Hor. Sweet Prince, let me go cn farther to my an- 
wer; do you heir me, and let this Count kill me. 
2 ave deceiv'd ev'n your very eyes: what hath eſcap'd 
your u iſdoms theſe ſhallow Owls have brought to light; 
who, in the night, o'erheard me confeiiing to this 
ran, how Don John vour brother brib'd me to ſlander 
the Lady Here; how you were brought into the or- 
chard, to ſee me court Margaret at Hero's Chamber- 
window; and how you meant to diſgrace her then 
when you ſhou'd marry her. My villainy they have 


upon 
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upon record; which I had rather ſeal with my death, 
than repeat to my ſhame. And, as the lady is dead 
on mine and my maſter's falſe accuſation, I defire 
nothing but the reward of a villain, 

Ped. Runs not this ſpeech like iron thro” your blood? 

Claud. I have drank poiſon while he utter'd it. 

Ped. But did my brother ſet thee on this ? 

Bor. Yes; and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

Ped. He is compos'd and fram'd of nought but trea- 
chery. | 

Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare ſemblance that I lov'd it firſt. 

Dog. Come, bring away the p/aintif5 ; by this time 
our Sexton hath reform'd Signior Lecnato of the matter; 
—and, maſters, do not forget to peciſy, when time and 
place ſhall ſerve, that I'm an ais; be ſure remember 
that. | 

Ver. Here, here comes Maſter Signior Leanato, and 
the Sexton too. 


Enter Leonato and the Sexton. 


Leon. Which is the villain? let me ſee his eyes; 
That, when I meet another of his hue 
I may avoid him: 

Art thou, art thou the ſlave that with thy breath 
Haſt kill'd my innocent child? 

Bor. Vea, ev'n J alone. 

Leon. No; not fo, villain ; thou bely'ſt thyſelf : 
Here ſtand a pair of honouroble men, 

A third is fled that had a hand in it. 

I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death ; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds ; 
*T was bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to recompenſe the ill 
Yet I muſt ſpeak. Chuſe your revenge yourſelf ; _ 
Impoſe on me what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my fin. Yet ſinn'd I not, 

But in miſtaking. 

Ped. No, by my ſoul, nor I; 

C 4 Tho, 
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Tho”, but to ſatisfy this good old man, 
T wou'd bend under any heavy weight 
That he'd enjoin me to. 

Leon. You cannot bid my daughter live again ; 
That were impoſſible : but I pray you both 
Poſſeſs the people in Me//iza here 
How innocent ſhe dy'd : 

And, tho' it be but ſhaliow reparation ; 

Yet, fince you cou'dn't be my ſon-in-law, 

Be now my nephew—ny brother hath a daughter, 
The very copy of my child that's dead, 

And ſhe alone is heir to both of us; 

Give her the right you ſhou'd ha' giv'n her couſin, 
And ſo dies my revenge. 

Claud. O noble Sir! : 

Your over kindneſs doth wring tears from me: 
J muſt embrace your offer; and you'll henceforth 
Diſpoſe of your obedient Claudio. | 

Leon. To-morrow then I ſhall expe& your coming. 


3 We will not fail, my Lord. 


[ Exeunt Pedro and Claudio. 

Leon. This guilty man 
Shall face to face be brought with Margaret, 

Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong. 

Bor. No, by my foul, ſhe was not; 

Nor knew ſh: what ſhe did, when ſhe convers'd 
With me; but always hath been juſt and virtuous, 
For any thing that I do know of her. 

Dog. Moreover Sir (which is indeed not under black 
and white) this plaintiff here, the offender, did call me 
an aſs : I beſeech you let that be remember'd in his pu- 
niſhment ; I pray you examine him upon that point. 

Leen. Well, well, I thank thee for thy care and ho- 
neſt pains : 

Dog. Your worſhip ſpeaks like a moſt thankful and 
rev*rend youth; and I praiſe Heaven for you. 

Leon. There's for thy pains. [ Gives him money. 

Dog. Save the Foundation | h 

Leon. Go, I diſcharge thee of thy priſoner ; and 
thank thee, 

e Dog. 
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Dog. I leave an errant knave with your Worſhip ; 
who [I beſeech your Worſhip to correct your/elf, for the 
example of others: Heaven keep your Worſhip; I 
wiſh your Worſhip well; Heaven reſtore you to health; 
I humbly give you leave to depart; and if a merry 
meeting may be wiſh'd, Heaven prohibit it.— Come, 
neighbour Yerges ; come along. ho 

[ Exeunt and Verges. 

Leon. Bring you theſe e we'll talk with 

Margaret, 


How her acquaintance grew with this vile fellow. 
[ Excunt. 
SCENE, A chamber. 
Enter Benedick and Margaret, 


Ben. Ha]! Margaret! I pry'thee ſweet Mrs. Margaret, 
deſerve well at my hands, by helping me to 1 
of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you then write me a ſonnet in praiſe of 
my beauty ? 

Ben. In ſo high a ſtyle, Margaret, that no man liv- 
ing ſhall come over it; for (in moſt comely truth) 
thou deſerv't it. | 

Marg. What ! to have no man come over me? why, 
ſhall I always keep above ftairs ? 

Ben. Thy wit is as quick as the Greyhound's mouth, 
it catches, Margaret, if't ſnaps. 

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils, which 

hit, but hurt not. 
Bien. A moſt manly wit mine, a moſt manly wit J pro- 
miſe you, for it won't hurt a woman: ſo, pry'thee call 
Beatrice. 

Marg. For once I will, Sir. [ Exit. 

Ben. [ fings] The G--0--0--0--d of Lo. no, I can- 
not ſing ; but for loving, not Leander (the good ſwimmer) 
Treilus (the firſt employer of panders) nor a whole book 
full of theſe guondam couplet-mongers (whoſe names 
yet run ſmoothly in the even road of a blank verſe) 
were ever ſo truly turn'd over and over, as my 
ſelf in love; marry I, I can't ſhew it in rhime; I've 

| C5 wy'd; 
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try d; I can find out no rhime to lady but baby; an in- 
nocent rhime ! to ſcorn, but Hern; a hard rhime! to 
ſchool, but fool; a babblino rhime! ominous endings! 
very ominous endings indes no; I was not born un- 


der a rhiming planet, that's certauu ; for I can't woo in 
feſtival terms 


Euter Beatrice. 


Peat. Well, ſignior ! -{ Benedick offers to ſalute her] “ 


hold ho'd -—firt do your duty, then receive your 
pay— firſt let me know nat has pals'd 'twixt you and 
Claudio. 


Ber. O, only a pack of foul words; and thereupon 
J kiſs thee 

Beat. Foul words are foul wind; and foul wind is 
foul breath; and foul breath is nauſeous ; therefore I'll 
depart unkiſs'd, if you pleaſe. 

Ben. T hou'ſt frighted the word out of its right 
ſenſe, ſo forcible is thy wit ;—but, I muſt tell thee 
plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge; and either [ 
muſt ſhortly hear from him, or I'll ſubſcribe him a coxv- 
ard: But now, Beatrice, I pr'ythee tell me one thing; 
for which of my bad parts didſt thou firſt fall in love 
with me? 

Beat. For 'em all together; which maintain'd ſo po- 
Fitic a ſtate of evil, that they wou'dn't admit any good 
part to intermingle with em. 

Ben O, no, Beatrice; that's too hard 

Beat. But I pray you now tell me ; for which of my 
good parts did you firſt ſuffer love for me? 


Ben. Suffer love! a good epithet; yes, I do er 


love indeed; for | love thee in ſpite of my heart. 

Beat. Poor heart! well, if you ſpight it for my ſake, 
I'll ſpight it for yours, for I'll never love that which 
friend ates. 

Ben. Beatrice thou and I—we are te wiſe to woo 
peaceably ! 

Beat It appears not in this confeſſion ; for there's 
not one wiſe * among twenty that'll praiſe himſelf. 


1 * Ben. 


* 
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Nen. O] an old, an old practiſe, Beatrice; that 
liv'd in time of good neighbours: but if a man (in hi- 
age) don't erect his own tomb ere he dies, he'll live no 
longer in monuments than the bells ring, and the wi- 
dow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you ? 

Ben. Why an hour in clamour, and a quarter in 
rheum ; therefore tis moſt expedient fax the wiſe (if his 
conſcience find no impediment) to be trumpet of his 
own virtues, as I am to myſelt So much for praiſ- 
ing myſelf; who, I myſelf will bear witneſs am praiſes 
worthy ; But now tell me, how doth your couſin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Ben. And how do you? ha? 

Beat. Very ill too. | 

Ben. Love me, love me, and mend; that's your on- 
ly recipe. Look here comes one in haſte, 


Enter Urſula haſtily. 


Ur/. Madam, you muſt come to your uncle ; yonder's 
ſtrange coil above; 'tis prov'd that my Lady Hero hath 
been falſely accus'd ; the Prince and Claudio mightily 
deceiv'd; and Don John's the Author of all, who is 
fled. [Exit Urſula. 

Beat. Will you—go in, and—hear this news, Sig- 
nior ? | | 

Ben. I'll live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be 
bury'd in thy eyes—and moreover I'll go with thee to 
thy uncle. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, Another Chamber. 
Enter Leonato, Antonio, Fryar, and Benedick. | 


Fryar. Did I not tell you ſhe was innocent ? 

Leon. So are the Prince and Claudio, who accus'd her 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 
But Margaret was in ſome fault for this; 
Altho' againſt her will, as it appears. 


Ant. 
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Ant. Well; I am glad that all things ſort ſo well. 
Ber. And ſo am I; being elſe by faith inforc'd 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 


Enter Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, Urſula, &c. 


Leon. Now, daughter, and you gentlemen all, 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourſelves, 
And (when I ſend for you) come hither veil'd ; 
[ Exeunt ladies. 
The Prince and Claudio promis d by this hour 
To viſit me: 
You know your office, brother ; 
You muſt ſeem father to your brother's daughter, 
And give her to young Claudio. | 
Ant. Which I will do with a confirmed countenanee. 
Ben. Fryar; I muſt intreat your pains, I think. 
Fryar. To do what, Signior ? 
Ben. To bind me; or undo me ; one of 'em : 
Signior Leonato ; truth it is, good Signior, 
Your niece regards me with an eye of fawour. 
Leon. That eye my daughter lent her; 'tis moſt true, 
Ben, But I do with an eye of ve requite her. 
Leon. The fight whereof I think you had from me, 
From Claudio, and the Prince. But what's your will? 
Ben. Your anſwer, Sir, is enigmatical ; 
But, Sir, my will is this, that your good-will 
May fland with ours, this day to be conjoin'd 
Ith* ſtate of honourable marriage; 
In which, good Fryar, I ſhall defire your help. 
Leon, My heart is with your liking. 
Fryar. And my help. 


Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 


Leon. Good morrow, Prince; good morrow, Claudio. 
We here attend you, Sir ; are you ſtill bent 
Frankly to marry with my brother's daughter ? 
Claud. J hold my mind, Sir, were ſhe an Ethiap. 
Leon Then call her forth, good brother; here's the 
tryar ready. Exit. mm 
ed, 
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Ped. Good morrow, Benedict; why, what's the matter 
That you have ſuch a February face ? 
So full of froſt, of ſtorm, and cloudineſs ? 

Claud. I think he thinks upon the /awage bull; ha, ha. 


Tuſh, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold; 


And fo all Europe ſhall rejoice at hee; 
As once Europa did by luſty Jove, 
When he wou'd play the noble beaſt in love. 
Ben. Bull Jove, Sir, had an amiable low; 
And ſome ſuch ſtrange bull leap'd your father's cow, 
And got a calf in that ſame noble feat 
Much like to you ; for you have juſt his bleat. 
Omnes. Ha! ha! ha! 
Ben. Oh, here come the Ladies 


Antonio leads in Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, Urſula, &c. 


weil'd. 


Claud. Which is the partner muſt ſeize upon? 
Ant. This {ame is ſhe, and 7 do give her to you. 
Claud. wing then ſhe's mine; ſweet, let me ſee your 
ce. 
Leon. No, chat you ſhall not; till you've ta'en her hand 
And ſworn to marry her before the prieſt. | 
Claud. Give me your hand ; before this holy fryar, 
I am your huſband if you like of me. | 
Hero. And, when I liv'd, I was your other wife; 
As, when you lov'd, you was my other huſband. [unvei/ing. 
Claud. Another Hero! 
Hero. Nothing certainer. 
One Herody'd del; but I do live; 
And, furely as I live, I ama maid. 
Ped. The former Hero ! Hers that was dead 
Leon. She dy'd, my Lord, but while her ſlander liv'd. 
Fryar. All this amazement can I qualify ; 
When, after that the holy rites are euded, 
I'll tell thee largely of fair Hero's death. 
Mean time let wonder ſeem familiar, 
And to the chapel let us preſently. | 
Ben. Soft and fair, fryar ; ſoſt and fair - by you 
leave. where: — Which is Beatrice ? 


Beat. 
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Beat. [unveiling.] | anſwer to that name; what's 
your will ? 

Ben. Don't you love me? 

Beat. Umh — no no more than reaſon. 

Ben. Then your uncle, and the Prince, and Claudio 
are deceiv d; for they ſwore you did. 

Beat. Why don't you love me ? 

Ben. Troth—— no—no more than reaſon. 

Beat. Then, my couſin and Margaret, and Ur/ala 
here, are deceiv'd; for they did ſwear you did. 

Ben. They ſwore you was almoſt fick for me. 

Beat. O, they ſwore you was well nigh dead for me. 

Ben. Well, tis no matter then: what? you don't 


love me? ha! 
Beat. N--no, truly — but in friendly recompence. 


Ben. O | 
Le:n. Come, come, couſin ; I am ſure you love the 


gentleman. 

C/aud, And I'll be ſworn upon't, that he loves her: 
For here, ſee here's a paper written in his hand ; 

A halting ſonnet of his own pure brain, 
Faſhion d to Featrice. 

Hero. And, here's another, wrote — 
In my couſin's hand, ſtol'n from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedicł. 

Ben. A miracle, a miracle! here are our own hands 
againſt our hearts. Come, I will have thee ; but, by 
this light, I take you out of pity ! meer pity, I aſſure 

ou. 
, Beat. Why I wou'd yet deny you : but, by this 
good day, I yield upon great perſuaſion; and partly 
to ſave your life; for they told me you was in a con- 


ſumptlon. 
Ben Oh ! peace, peace; I'll top your mouth; I will ſo. 
Omncs. Ha, ha, ha. [Kiftes her. 


Ped. How doſt thou, Benedick, TE MARRIED Man? 
Ben. 1'!! tell you what, Prince — friends all, liſten, 
liſten — a whole college of wit-crackers can't flout me 
out of my humour. Doſt think I care for a ſatyr, or an 
epigram? No: it a man will be beaten with brains, he 


ſhall wear nothing that's handſome about him. In 
brief, 
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brief, ſince I do purpoſe to marry, I'll think nothing 
to any purpoſe that can be ſaid againſt it; therefore 
never, never flout at me, for what |'ve ſaid againſt it; 
man is a giddy thing; and that's my concluſion 
For thy part, Claudio, | did think to ha' beaten 
thee ; but, as thou'rt like to be my kin/man, live un- 
bruis'd, and love my couſin. 

Claud. Why, I had well hop'd thou'd'ſt ha' denied 
Beatrice, that I might ha cudgell'd hee. | 

Ben. Come, come, we're friends, we're friends ; let's 
have a dance ere we are married, to lighten our own 
hearts, and our wives heels. | 

Leon. We'll have dancing afterwards. 

Ben. Why, Prince ? firſt, o' my word; therefore play 
muſic Pedro — thou art ſad ! O, get you a wife, 
man; a wife; there's no ſtaff ſo reverend as one tit 
with hon. 


Marriage, like death is ſix'd a general doom; 
And to that grave at laſt we all at laſt muſt come, 


Enter the Meſſenger. 


Meg My Lord, your brother Jobn is ta'en in flight, 
and brought by armed men back to Mæſſina. 
Ben. O! think not of him till to-morrow ; I'll de- 
viſe brave puniſhments for him— Come, ftrike up, mu- 
ſic. [ 4 Dance, and curtain falls. 


